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DEDICATION 


“Every truly great character, 
lived up on life’s higher level, ts 
the centre of a fine enthusiasm 
which finds its response in other 
hearts.”’ To no single factor does 
a man owe more than to the 
ennobling influence of his life 
companion,— 


Therefore I affectionately dedt- 
cate ““The Temple Light’ to my 
beloved wife, Caroline Enders 
Young, M.A. 


tas. 


The Temple Light 


PREFACE 


All fiction of the better class is dependent 
upon at least three laws. The first requires 
that the story be worth telling; the second that 
it be told in an interesting way; the third that it 
bear the impress of art. I have submitted ‘“The 
Temple Light’ to this threefold test. Before 
reading many pages, I found that here is some- 
thing of essential worth; the content of the 
story is abundantly self-justifying; something 
is here in its own right, and, therefore, vindi- 
cates its own quality. Like Beauty, ““The 
Temple Light’’ is its own excuse for being. This 
cannot be said, of course, of vast quantities of 
the fictional output of our era. To speak 
mildly—very mildly, in truth—much of it 
leaves an unhealthy taste: it appeals to human 
nature at its worst—and deliberately, design- 
edly so. No such motive, it scarcely needs to be 
said, has the remotest place in Doctor Young's 
beautiful work. 

But there is more than the quality of worth 
here; the story is interesting from beginning to 
end. Richly conceived, ““The Temple Light’’ 
attracts, holds and even grips the attention. 
Gladstone used to say that one example is worth 


a thousand arguments. Therefore, I wish, in 
this connection to be the one example. Weary 
from the activities of a strenuous day, I sat 
down to look over the manuscript, not intend- 
ing at the time to give it more than a casual 
glance. But the story held me, even as the 
angel was held by Jacob. I forgot my weari- 
ness; I was ‘‘stabbed broad awake,’ to borrow 
Stevenson’s trenchant phrase. Fortunate indeed 
is the author who can officiate at the wedding of 
genuine worth and sustained interest. 

Yet, there is a third fact to be reckoned 
with: it is the fact of art. “The easy mastery of 
his materialsk—competent knowledge of reli- 
gious and social conditions of that far-off 
period; appreciation of Nature—sky, moun- 
tain, wind, water, tree, flower, bird, camel, 
horse; above all, the power to let the human 
actors tell their own story, disclose their own 
selves—these authentically reveal the artist 
within the innermost sanctuary of art. If the 
builder is known by his building, the musician 
by his tones, the painter by his colors, the writer 
is known, also, by the way he combines ideas 
and ideals in characters that produce a perma- 
nent and inspiring impression. In Mizpar, 


Judith, and Asaph, to name only the leading 
figures, Doctor Young exercises, unmistakably, 
the skill of the artist making for lasting values. 

A final word of warning! If you have some- 
thing pressing, something that needs to be done 
—and done now—do not take up ‘“The Tem- 
ple Light.’’ For, if you do, you are almost 
certain to neglect that pressing duty—for the 
time being, anyway! 

FREDERICK F. SHANNON. 

Central Church Study, 
Chicago, III. 


EXCERPT FROM LETTER OF 
ELSIE SINGMASTER 
I have read your story ‘“The Temple Light” 
with pleasure. It is touching and beautiful 
and well-told. 
Very sincerely yours, 
ELsIE SINGMASTER. 


EXCERPT FROM LETTER OF 
DR. MARGARET S. CARHART 
Instructor in English, University of California 
at Los Angeles | 

In the course of the year many manu- 
scripts come to my desk for review, of which 
few are worth the paper on which they are writ- 
ten. ‘This experience with poor work has made 
me skeptical of all manuscripts, but makes me 
doubly appreciative of the good ones. My 
delight in your work was greater than I have 
felt over any original work I’ve read in a couple 
of ‘years. 

The spiritual interest of the story, its vivid 
local color and characterization make it a defi- 
nite addition to our literature of the Christmas 
season. I hope to see it soon on the book stalls. 

Very sincerely yours, 
MARGARET S. CARHART, PH.D. 
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THE TEMPLE LIGHT 
Pilgrims at the Passover 


It was midnight in the Holy City of Jeru- 
salem. The streets were deserted. The clatter 
of feet, the laughter of little children, the cries 
of vendors—all were stilled. 

In the centre of this ancient city with her 
age-long memories, massive towers, crumbling 
turrets, and her mixed population drawn from 
the ends of the earth, stood a small octagonal 
house of solid masonry, built upon a ledge of 
projecting gray rocks. Above the dark, 
weather-beaten doorway and round the closely 
latticed windows clambered clusters of green 
vines, in the midst of which nightingales were 
hidden. They too were silent. The little black 
Spaniel stretched full length across the broad 
walnut door, still slept so peacefully that, for 
once, even he did not break the night silence. 
The sweet fragrance of white jasmine flowers 
perfumed the night air and was borne through 
the open windows. Although many changes 
had come to the ancient Hebrew capitol, and 
imposing buildings had been laid in ruins, 
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nevertheless, this one home, singular in design. 
and beautiful in every detail, stood unimpaired. 

Within Beth Salem, for thus this home in 
Jerusalem was called, dwelt a young Hebrew 
priest, Jedaiah by name. Restlessly he paced 
back and forth, his hands tightly clasped 
behind him and his head bowed in deep 
thought. Flickering rays from three torches, 
burning low in their sockets, sent shadows 
glancing hither and thither across the polished 
oaken panels and formed fantastic figures upon 
the hard earthen floor. Playfully they danced 
before his downcast eyes as though seeking to 
woo his thoughts into new channels and make 
him forgetful of his nation’s woes. ‘Tall, 
broad-shouldered, muscular, his fine face aglow 
with intelligence, and his brilliant brown eyes 
so bright as to pierce the darkness, Jedaiah was 
the embodiment, not only of physical, but also 
of mental and spiritual strength. The 
unquenchable fires of the zealot consumed im. 

Pausing, in the midst of his deep musings, 
he eagerly seized an ancient Hebrew manu- 
script, unrolled it upon a small ebony table, and 
holding it where the light would fall more 
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directly upon the closely written lines, read 
with wondering admiration this inspiring 
prophecy, “Behold, I will send My messenger, 
and he shall prepare the way before Me; and 
the Lord whom ye seek shall suddenly come to 
His Temple, even the messenger of the covenant, 
whom ye delight in; behold, He shall come, 
saith the Lord of hosts.’”’ Thus voiced the 
prophet the nation’s ever-living expectation 
concerning the coming Messiah. As beacon 
lights brightly burning upon the lofty summit 
of the rugged mountains lighted up the path- 
way for the endless procession of pilgrims jour- 
neying to the Holy City, so these words had 
kindled the fires of hope in the hearts of 
countless Hebrew hosts from generation to gen- 
eration. 

In the semi-darkness nothing was clearly 
discernible; nevertheless there the words were 
written upon the crinkled scroll as they had 
been copied by some faithful scribe in the long 
ago. Enshrined within this prophecy was a 
convincing, compelling power which captivated 
Jedaiah’s imagination and awakened a radiant 
hope within him. When he ceased reading, a 
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new light gleamed in his eyes and a new glory 
shone upon his face. Like the glowing coals 
upon the hillside which send forth bright rays 
of cheer in all directions to the encircling shep- 
herds encamped by the fire on a cold winter’s 
night, so were those words of prophecy. They 
imparted to Jedaiah a new vision—not of an 
unseen Presence marching through the years 
and determining the destiny of His people, but 
rather of the coming Messiah who would walk 
visibly among men and be one with them. His 
heart leaped within him. He had suddenly dis- 
covered hidden spiritual treasure of priceless 
worth. Reverently he repeated Isaiah’s mem- 
orable prophecy, implanted in his mind from 
earliest childhood, “‘Unto us a Child is born, 
unto us a Son is given: and the government 
shall be upon His shoulder: and His name 
shall be called Wonderful, Counsellor, The 
mighty God, The everlasting Father, The 
Prince of Peace.’’ “‘He is coming! He is com- 
ing!’’ he joyously murmured. 

Then, in the midst of his ecstasy, a marked 
change came upon him. He paused, hesitated, - 
shall we say doubted? Sinking upon a divan, 
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and burying his face in his hands, he pondered 
long over the Messianic prophecies. So 
engrossed in thought was he that he became 
wholly oblivious of his surroundings. Close at 
hand was his wife, Zalmonah, who was one 
with him in his high hopes. In an adjoining 
room slept their only son, Asaph, who had 
come up with them for the first time to attend 
the Passover. In the depth of his absorption, he 
was unconscious of either wife or child. From 
a long and noble line of ancestors had he 
sprung. Of these not one came within the range 
of his thinking. A future of exceptional prom- 
ise seemed about to dawn for him, but he was 
likewise forgetful of the future, with all its 
alluring prospects. One thing, and one thing 
alone, riveted his attention. As the brave cap- 
tain, guiding his ship on a dark night across the 
treacherous waters of a troubled sea, fixes his 
eyes upon the north star, so was it with 
Jedaiah. A vision had come to him, a vision of 
the coming Messiah. That vision filled the 
whole horizon. It lighted up all the coming 
days with new hope. But when would his faith 
be rewarded by fruition? This was the one 
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question that ceaselessly clamored for an 
answer. 

Emerging from his profound reverie, he 
rose, passed his hand swiftly and impatiently 
across his furrowed brow, and in a voice tense 
with emotion exclaimed, ‘‘When shall this 
unfulfilled prophecy come to pass and the 
Anointed One appear?’’ Sharper grew the lines 
about his mouth, and he added, ““When shall 
the Messiah break the brazen yoke from the 
necks of our poor, benighted, downtrodden 
people, and our weary night of waiting have 
an end?’ Even on the brightest day sunshine 
and clouds often struggle with one another. 
Thus was it with Jedaiah. Hope and despair 
were waging sharp warfare with one another 
this night in the inner sanctuary of his soul. 

“Verily hath prophet succeeded prophet,” 
quietly replied Zalmonah, ‘‘and our kings have | 
lived and reigned and been no more. Virile 
races have vanished like smoke, and yet hath 
not the Messiah come from on high. However, 
is it not written, ‘For the vision is yet for an 
appointed time, but at the end it shall speak, 
and not lie: though it tarry, wait for it; be- 
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cause it will surely come, it will not tarry.’ 
Thinkest thou that Jehovah is like the shifting 
sands and the varying winds? Hath He not 
declared that His Word endureth forever?”’ 

It was not simply what Zalmonah said, 
but the intensity of conviction pulsating 
through each word that fell with such calm, 
measured deliberation from her lips which 
revealed her strength and unshaken repose. The 
age through which the world was moving was 
trying indeed, but so richly had Jehovah 
endowed her with faith that her eyes were 
untroubled when she sought to penetrate the 
future. She, too, had meditated profoundly 
upon the mystery of the Messiah and His com- 
ing. Often she had wondered why His tarry- 
ing was so prolonged, and the dawning of the 
world’s new day so slow in coming, and the 
message that came and tranquilized her rest- 
less, searching soul was that time was required 
for all things. 

Rising, and resting her slender hand rev- 
erently upon the precious Hebrew parchment, 
and at the same time fastening her dark brown 
eyes upon the noble face of her husband, she 


22 . The Temple Light 


continued, ‘‘Only through a long succession of 
days can the beautiful coral reefs and the 
stately cedars be builded. Even for the bril- 
liantly colored butterfly to emerge from the 
unsightly cocoon, or for the richly tinted rose 
to unfold from the tiny bud, there must be the 
lapse of time. If time is needed for the creation 
of such ephemeral things as the butterfly and 
the rose, how much more must there be long 
reaches of time for the coming of the Messiah 
who is to emancipate the nations.’ As she con- 
cluded these words Jedaiah clasped her warmly 
in his loving arms, and said, ““Zalmonah, thou 
hast ever been my comforter—the strength of 
my life, the joy of my heart.” 

Silence followed—long moments of pro- 
found meditation. Both instinctively turned 
their eyes in the direction of their sleeping boy. 
Around this young life gathered their fondest 
hopes for the future. ‘“‘What thinkest thou, 
Zalmonah, will the teaching given to our Asaph 
during these high days of the Passover by our 
faithful and learned rabbis bring forth a rich 
fruitage and make him a true believer in the 
Messiah and His coming? Or will he descend 
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to the low level of the greedy, grasping mer- 
chant, who maketh gold his god?’’ asked 
Jedaiah. Notwithstanding his greatest effort a 
tremor of fear was in his voice. 

No room, however, was there for misgiv- 
ing in Zalmonah’s heart. In her thinking there 
could be but one future for the darling of her 
heart, and that as bright as their summer Syr- 
ian sky. Leaning low over his sleeping form, 
softly, laughingly, gleefully she sang, ‘“The 
gods are kind to thee, son. The gods love thee. 
The gods will smile upon thee. The gods will 
guide thee.” Unconsciously, in her rapturous 
joy, she had repeated what so frequently she 
had heard the best of heathen mothers sing to 
their children as the twilght gathered and the 
little ones were being safely snuggled away in 
bed. Checking herself, Zalmonah reverently 
whispered, “‘ ‘Jehovah bless thee, and keep thee; 
Jehovah make his face to shine upon thee, and 
be gracious unto thee; Jehovah lift up His 
countenance upon thee, and give thee peace.’ 
No evil can beguile him, Jedaiah. The stars of 
heaven will fight for him. The stones of the 
field will be in league with him. Yea, God’s 
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holy angels will guard him by day and by 
night, even as they watched over our father 
Jacob in his far wanderings, Hath not Jehovah 
so declared to all who love Him? Few as are 
Asaph’s years, his heart is tender with the love 
of God, and joyfully doth he sing His praise.” 
Thereupon she quietly slipped away to snatch 
a few hours of much needed rest before the 
break of day, while Jedaiah stepped forth 
from the dimly lighted room into the wide 
open court yard. 

Ascending the outside spiral stairway which 
led to the flat, red-tiled roof, he sat down upon 
the low parapet. It was a night when his soul 
was strangely stirred within him. Sleep was 
impossible. One by one the stars looked down 
upon him in sympathy. Did not they under- 
stand the unsearchable longings of this high- 
minded saint of God? Falling upon his knees, 
and turning his face heavenward, he prayed 
passionately, pleadingly, ‘“‘Hasten Thy com- 
ing, O Lord. Behold Thy people, bruised, 
broken, bleeding! Wilt Thou not free us from 
the pitiless power of Rome? Hast Thou not 
said, ‘And the Lord whom ye seek shall sud- 
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denly come to His Temple’? O Jehovah, ful- 
fil this Thy promise to us, even now, in this 
our day. Amen.” 

When he arose his cheeks were wet with 
tears. His nation was upon his heart. Into his 
prayer had gone all the pent-up emotions of 
his strong, impulsive nature. 

The words of his morning vigil had 
scarcely passed his lips when a dark object 
glided stealthily across the adjoining roof. 
Who might it be? Was it a soldier? Or one 
of the temple-police? As Jedaiah watched the 
crouching, skulking form disappear in the 
darkness, he shuddered involuntarily, and so- 
liloquized, ‘“‘Who is spying upon me? What 
new sinister plot is now being hatched against 
me?”’ 

Patiently he waited upon the roof for the 
dawning of the day. His reward came at last. 
Slowly the gates of the night closed, softly the 
doors of the coming dawn were unlocked. As 
the innocent little child creeps from its bed lov- 
ingly to clasp the hand of her mother, so the 
rays of the rising sun crept over the mountains 
of Moab to clasp gently the blue anemones, 
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rock-roses, the purple iris and the vari-colored 
spathes of gladiolus, and warm them into new 
forms of beauty. Suddenly the world was on 
fire! Hills, mountains, lakes, rivers, trees, 
grasses—all were enveloped in flames! The sun 
had arisen! In majesty and might he emerged 
from behind the rugged hills of Moab. Directly 
across his path lay the Dead Sea, and plunging 
headlong like a wild, uncontrolled colt of the 
desert was the tossing, frothing, foaming river 
Jordan, surging and seething, twisting and 
turning, writhing and wriggling as though it 
had rebelliously resolved not to make the final 
leap which would imprison its cool, refreshing 
waters in the salty sea. 

Jerusalem was bathed in the glory of the 
new-born day. High upon her seven hills she 
was perched like an eagle’s nest in the moun- 
tains. Strong walls of solid masonry sur- 
rounded her. It was Nisan, the seventh month 
in the Jewish year. On this particular morning 
the ancient Hebrew city, aflame with light, 
appeared as glorious as in the days of King 
Solomon. In the radiance of the early morn- 
ing, her gray walls lost their grayness, and her 
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blackened gates were burnished by magic, mys- 
tic fingers. Even the frowning castle of Anto- 
nia smiled in the morning light. More brilliant 
than the jewel-bedecked crown encircling the 
head of Caesar was the Temple on Mount 
Moriah. Its golden dome glittered and glist- 
ened in the splendor of the ascending sun. Its 
massive pillars of highly polished porphyry 
reflected the bright morning rays like mirrors 
of shining steel. The colonnades in Sol- 
omon’s Porch were long lanes of light. 

Turning his eyes southward across the hill- 
country of Judaea, and westward to the olive- 
crowned range of hills that overlooked the 
Kedron Valley, and at last looking lovingly at 
the Temple itself, Jedaiah heard the long, clear 
blast of a bugle. It was the morning call for 
the nation to seek the face of Jehovah. But for 
him it was the signal to depart from Jerusa- 
lem. By common consent he and his band of 
fellow-pilgrims had agreed to leave the Holy 
City on this, the fourth day of the Passover. 
Such a course was approved when people came 
from afar, and Jedaiah and his companions 
had journeyed to Jerusalem from the remote 
city of Aleppo. 
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The small band marched forth from the 
Damascus Gate with Jedaiah as their leader 
and commander. By his side rode Zalmonah, 
and close beside her, upon a tall, ambling camel, 
sat their young son, Asaph. Spiritual exalta- 
tion shone upon every face. Step by step the 
cavalcade moved forward over the dust-covered 
road that had been worn smooth by the feet 
of a countless host who through the long suc- 
cession of centuries had come up to the ancient 
city of Jerusalem. . 

Arriving at an eminence, a few miles dis- 
tant from the Damascus Gate, Jedaiah halted 
his companions and said, “‘Let us here bid final 
farewell to the city of our hearts’ desires.”’ 
Thereupon every face was turned once more 
towards the Holy City. Through the clear 
morning air rose the Temple—massive, gol- 
den-domed, snowy white, her glistening mar- 
bles the wonder of the whole world. About 
the spacious edifice was wrapped a thin veil of 
smoke, which arose from the altar of sacrifice. 
Nevertheless, within the enormous Temple and 
its sacred enclosure, they could discern a dense 
throng of worshippers. Two hundred thou- 
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sand people were massed within those holy 
walls. What a multitude! 

Straining their eyes to observe every detail, 
there was suddenly wafted to them upon the 
Watm morning breeze one of the sweetest songs 
of David, their poet-King. Led by the great 
Temple Chorus the multitude sang, “Lift up 
your heads, O ye gates; and be ye lifted up ye 
everlasting doors; and the King of Glory shall 
come in.”’ Silently they waited, almost breath- 
lessly, with expectation. “Then, like the on- 
rushing of many waters, came the response, 
“Who is this King of Glory? The Lord, 
strong and mighty, the Lord mighty in battle.”’ 

Stirred to the depths by this national an- 
them, Jedaiah quickly turned to his comrades 
and said, ‘‘Sing!’’ and they all burst into song, 
taking up the refrain where the multitude had 
ceased, and adding, “‘Lift up your heads, O ye 
gates; even lift them up ye everlasting doors; 
and the King of Glory shall come in. Who is 
this King of Glory? The Lord of hosts, He is 
the King of Glory!’’ Thus they bade farewell 
to the city of their pilgrimage. As they disap- 
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peared in the distance the music of the Temple 
Chorus grew fainter and still fainter to them. 

Before them lay a wearisome road. Stifling 
heat, choking dust, and long stretches of tree- 
less tracts, unrelieved by a single shady nook, 
tested severely the strength of even the strong- 
est. Nevertheless, onward they plodded along 
their rough and rugged way. At last night 
came. Tents were pitched, fires were kindled, 
food was prepared. 

In the night stillness the boy Asaph plied 
his mother with questions, ‘“Whence came the 
old, old man with his long white beard, who 
passed us on the way to the city as we de- 
parted? Was he a Pharisee from Cyprus?”’ 
asked Asaph. ‘““The country from which he 
came is uncertain, but a Pharisee he was not, 
for no broad fringes of blue bordered his gar- 
ments,’ gently whispered Zalmonah. ‘“‘Why 
did Jehovah choose David to be our King? 
Was it because He saw him so faithful to the 
sheep and lambs that he would not allow even 
one to be snatched away, either by the lion or 
the bear?’’ Laying her hand softly upon his 
fevered hands, Zalmonah said, ‘“Yea, child, 


What Meaneth The Temple Light? 31 


God saw that a faithful shepherd boy could be 
trusted, and would prove a faithful king to 
rule well His people.’’ ‘‘And, mother, what 
meaneth the Temple Light—the big, bright, 
shining light upon the seven golden candle- 
sticks? Why is it never allowed to go out? 
Why do the priests guard it so carefully?”’ 
With the loving instinct of a loving 
mother’s heart Zalmonah knew that the long 
journey to Jerusalem, the excitement of attend- 
ing the Feast of the Passover for the first time, 
together with his presentation to the priests to 
be made a son of the law, and the homeward 
march to'this their present camping ground, 
had unduly quickened the mind and pulse of 
her young son. Therefore, with a wisdom such 
as only mothers know, she sought to beguile 
his thoughts by calling his attention to things 
far removed from the great events through 
which he had been passing. Sleep came at last 
to his tired eyes; not a quiet, restful, refreshing 
sleep, but one in which the recent signal scenes 
of his life were re-enacted, and again and again 
he murmured, as the bright stars looked down 
upon him through the open spaces in his tent, 
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“What meaneth the Temple Light? What 
meaneth the Temple Light?’’ Although years 
were to follow, long, searching years, before 
his eager mind in its restless quest for truth 
was to find an answer to the question which 
had burned its way into the hidden chambers 
of his soul, nevertheless did he not already pos- 
sess an intimation of the mystic meaning of the 
Temple Light? 

On the morrow the pilgrims resumed their 
journey. Day by day they trudged onward. 
At last the city of Aleppo loomed in the dis- 
tance. A few more leagues and they would be 
at their journey’s end and would be warmly 
welcomed by friends and loved ones. Night 
was falling. Here and there a star appeared in 
the sky. Soon darkness would envelop them 
all. 

Suddenly, in the midst of that tiny frag- 
ment of the day, there rushed upon them, with 
the swiftness of vultures, three cohorts of Ro- 
man soldiers. ‘‘Halt! Surrender to us the priest, 
Jedaiah, charged with treason against Caesar!”’ 
rang out the sharp command of a centurion. 
Scarcely uttered were his words when a woman 


Rome’s Pitiless Power 33 


in white, Zalmonah, rode athwart his pathway 
and shouted, “Surrender my husband to thee? 
Never! Treason, ye say? It is false! It is wick- 
edly false!’’ At the same instant the twelve- 
year-old lad, Asaph, leaped like a young lion’s 
whelp and threw himself between his father 
and danger. Every Hebrew in the little pilgrim 
band likewise rushed to Jedaiah’s defense. The 
battle was on! Hidden weapons were quickly 
snatched from their sequestered places and used 
with the terrific strength of desperation. ‘““The 
God of heaven, He will fight for us!’’ shouted 
Jedaiah. A fatal blow soon felled Marcus, the 
centurion. Victory now seemed within the 
grasp of Jedaiah and his brave men. Stung to 
double fury by the loss of their leader, the 
Romans fought like madmen. They rained 
blows upon their antagonists. But the ground 
was unfamiliar and the descending darkness 
made every thrust one of uncertainty. In the 
gathering gloom the Hebrews gained fresh 
hope as they took advantage of every hillock 
so well known to them, and from their van- 
tage points hurled the Romans back in defeat. 
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Complete triumph for the returning pil- 
grims now seemed assured, when a shrill whis- 
tle sounded through the night air. It was the 
Roman signal for the reserves. Up they thun- 
dered—fresh, strong, fearless! Like the onrush- 
ing of the hurricane they came, sweeping all 
before them. In the midst of the battle’s din © 
Asaph caught his father’s final command, ‘‘Flee, 
son, flee! Save thyself! Fight the battles of our 
people on other fields!’ ‘The words were 
scarcely uttered when Jedaiah and Zalmonah 
fell, almost at the same moment, mortally 
wounded. Over their prostrate bodies the He- 
brew pilgrim fathers fought furiously, only to 
behold man after man of their number pay the 
full price for his heroic courage, and at last the 
pitiable remnant was borne away into slavery 
—all, save Asaph. 

Darting hither and thither among the huge 
trees of the forest with the swiftness of a wild 
roe, Asaph escaped unharmed. The forest in 
the midst of which he took refuge was familiar 
ground to him. Hither his father and mother 
had frequently brought him from early child- 
hood. Here they had searched with him for 
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nuts and taught him the cunning tricks of wild 
animals. It was in the midst of these tall trees 
that they had pretended to be robbers, and he 
must flee to some safe retreat to escape cap- 
tivity. “hus he had learned many a dark hid- 
ing place in the forest’s depths. Thinking him- 
self pursued, he flew in and out among the trees 
and, even in the gloom of the descending dark- 
ness, soon found a deserted bears’ den into 
which he crawled on hands and knees. There 
he waited during the interminable hours of the 
night. He feared to move. A slight noise made 
by him might betray the secret of his hiding 
place. 

Morning at last dawned and with it came 
the pangs of hunger. It seemed to Asaph as 
though many days and nights must have 
passed. Creeping cautiously out of the mouth 
of the den, and advancing on hands and knees, 
he was startled to hear the sharp cries and 
shrill shrieks of his own people, ‘‘Cursed for- 
ever be the plunderers of innocent women and 
little children! Yea, thrice cursed be they who 
think to make us a helpless people by slaying 
our leaders!’’ shouted one. “Away with the 
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Romans!’’ thundered a second. ‘‘May they be 
doomed to eternal darkness who have destroyed 
the sons and daughters of Israel within sight 
of our own city walls!’’ he cried. A third, fill- 
ing his hands with the dust of the ground, and 
throwing it high into the air, whence it was 
scattered in a thousand directions, howled, 
“Thus may Jehovah scatter thee, O Rome, 
thou proud, perfidious mistress of the seas!’’ 
As Asaph glided through the morning mist, 
and mingled with this maddened mass, so fren- 
zied with wrath was the mob that no one 
seemed aware of his presence. Silently he lis- 
tened as Adonikam, the tinsmith, hurriedly 
told the people of his tragic morning discovery, 
saying, ‘“Making my way towards the market 
place, there to ply my trade as soon as the peo- 
ple were astir, I came upon this field of carnage 
and flew with the evil tidings from city gate 
to city gate!’’ Asaph had time to hear no more. 
He caught sight of Salome, an old woman, 
wrinkled, bowed down with age, in tattered 
and torn garments. How this trusted family 
servant, who for years had shared in the bounty 
of his parents, Jedaiah and Zalmonah, had 
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hobbled out to the grove of walnut and cypress 
trees he knew not, but as she rushed towards 
him he heard her say, ‘‘Let my right hand for- 
get its cunning, if I should ever forget thee, my 
boy.”” Throwing her arms of love about him 
and drawing him close to her aged breast, she 
crooned, “‘Jehovah’s watch-care shall be over 
thee, dear child. Jehovah will have pity upon 
thee.’’ As these tender words of sympathy fell 
upon his ears the hot tears began unbidden to 
trickle down his pale cheeks. 

Like an ogre, a dark man suddenly stood 
before Asaph. Black were his eyes, black was 
his beard, black was his hair, black were his 
bushy eyebrows, but blacker still Asaph be- 
lieved his heart to be. Once only before this 
had Asaph seen him, and then he instinctively 
shrank from him. Big and bony were his hands, 
like the hands of an ox-driver. Roughly seizing 
him by the shoulder, and at the same time 
rudely brushing old Salome aside, he said to 
Asaph, ‘“‘Come with me. I am thy nearest of 
kin. Weep not. This world is no place for 
weeping and wailing, but for work.’’ So say- 
ing, he bundled him into his wagon, and rap- 


ahi as 


si 


s 


38 Temple Light 
idly rode away into the city. “Uncle Ibleam’s 
inn will prove better than the bears’ den,” 
Asaph reasoned with himself, and not a mur-_ 
mur escaped his lips, although in his heart was 
a nameless, ominous fear. | 

Leading his nephew into his enormous inn, — 
Ibleam sternly said, ‘“Thou art now a son of 
the law, and the law doth require of thee the 
strictest obedience to thy superiors.’’ Asaph saw 
in his uncle a man untouched by pity. He heard 
the greedy, grizzled old innkeeper chuckle, ‘‘At 
last I have found a good stable boy. Under his 
faithful guardianship the many animals in my 
large khan will be safe.” 
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The Relentless Taskmaster 


Every day Asaph felt that the sharp eyes 
of a relentless taskmaster were fixed upon him. 
Slowly, oh, how slowly, weeks merged into 
-months—months of loneliness, pain and per- 
plexity, and then the unexpected suddenly hap- 
‘pened. Like a flash of lightning on a dark 
night, swift and awful blows fell upon him. 
“Take that! And that! And that!’’ shrieked 
Ibleam the Jew. High above his head he curled 
the lash in the frosty night air. Down he 
brought it with relentless fury across the back 
and around the slender limbs of his thirteen- 
year-old nephew, as they stood in the broad 
- open courtyard of the principal khan in Aleppo. 
The offense which had caused this furious 
outburst of wrath was no trifle. Among the 
three hundred horses kept in this chief caravan- 
sary of Aleppo was a large black stallion, Black 

- Eagle by name, whose fame filled all Syria. 
_ The lovers of the race who thronged the hippo- 
drome on gala days had on a hundred different 
occasions seen him cross the line first at the 
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goal, amid the frenzied huzzahs of the encir- 
cling thousands, while in an abandon of enthu- 
siasm they flung high into the air their flaming 
banners of gold, blue, purple and scarlet. The 
black courser, reared upon the broad plains of 
Bashan, with three tiny white spots on either 
nostril, the swiftness of the wind in his blood, 
and an intelligence nearly equal to that of his 
master, was the chief delight of Ibleam’s life, 
the very idol of his heart. And now he was 
gone, possibly never to return to his rightful 
owner. One of the doors in the immense khan 
had been carelessly left open by Asaph, and 
Black Eagle had escaped. The third day’s 
search for the prize racer was at an end, and 
still this fleetest stallion in a long line of famous 
horses had not been found. Up and down and 
in and out of the labyrinth of streets in the 
populous city, and far out across the outlying 
districts, the searchers had gone, but all in vain. 
Had he fallen into the quicksands and been 
swallowed up? Or had the watchful Bedouins 
seized their chance and spirited him away? 
Earnestly as Ibleam sought to persuade him- 
self that the worst had not happened, he could 
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no longer resist the conviction that never again 
would he see Black Eagle. It was too much. 
The loss was too great to permit further self- 
control. Giving free reign to his rage, he let 
fall blow after blow upon the slight body of 
his nephew. Blood trickled down from the 
ugly wounds in large red drops. 

Stinging as were the blows, and poignant 
as was the pain, not a murmur escaped the lips 
of the lad. With true Spartan self-mastery he 
stood mute in the deepening twilight, although 
every nerve in his body quivered with pain, and 
his highly sensitive face twitched with anguish. 
Pointing to a heap of straw lying in a small 
compartment of the inn, Ibleam snarled, ‘‘Go! 
Lie there tonight! It is good enough for a dog 
like you!’’ And so that cold night in early 
March, when the snow in big white drifts was 
lying high upon the mountains, and the chilly 
night winds came whistling through the streets, 
young Asaph crept away into a corner of the 
great khan to seek a little sleep before, in the 
early morning hours, he must awake to give 
drink and fodder to his uncle’s horses, mules 
and camels. 
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In the solitude of the night the storm in his 
young heart broke. The suppressed feelings of 
many months at last found vent in sobs which 
shook his youthful frame as a tree is shaken 
by the tempest. Wide as was the world, it 
seemed to have no place for him. His uncle had 
given him food, scanty clothing and a place to 
sleep. Nevertheless, he knew that he was home- 
less. Often he argued thus with himself, “‘Is 
not my uncle a man of great wealth? Is he 
not the owner of our city’s chief khan, which 
is always filled with guests from northern Syria 
and the most remote corners of Palestine, Chal- 
daea and distant Egypt? Why then should he 
begrudge a place to me? Yet how often I have 
heard him complain, ‘Have I not seven children 
of my own for whom to make provision? Am 
I not called upon every day to satisfy some new 
demands made by my own family? Why then 
should I be expected to bear the added burden 
of another’s child?’’’ In strict conformity to 
Jewish law, Ibleam could not persuade himself 
to close altogether his doors against his nephew. 
The attention which he paid him, however, was 
scant indeed. Weeks passed during which he 
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scarcely saw him. ‘‘So long as the work assigned 
to him is well done, why should I have any fur- 
ther concern?’’ muttered the gruff old man. 

As Asaph lay shivering with cold upon his 
pallet, a single faded blue blanket drawn over 
him for a covering, he called in review the 
eleven months of neglect, reproach, ceaseless 
toil, meagre food, sleepless nights and the cli- 
max of his sufferings in the heavy blows that 
this night had been visited upon him. Further 
endurance of his many hardships was unthink- 
able, and yet, whither was he to go? Often he 
had thought of flight, and had even gone so 
far as to gather all the material with which to 
disguise himself as a beggar, and thus hope to 
escape detection in case of pursuit. Only a 
youth of thirteen, unknown, friendless, with- 
out money, in the midst of the teeming thou- 
sands, he pondered long over the perplexing 
problem of what he really ought to do. Finally 
he fell into a troubled sleep, seeing no opening 
in the wall of difficulties which surrounded him. 

In the midst of his sleep a glorious vision 
came to him. Before him stood his mother, 
radiant as some fair angel. In her right hand 
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was a musician’s wand, in her left a harp. Lift- 
ing high her wand, and pointing it over her 
left shoulder, she said, “‘Southward! South- 
ward! Southward!’’ Drawing still nearer, she 
unrolled the scroll of the future, piercing the 
mists which surrounded the coming years, and 
disclosed to Asaph a secret—a secret of such far- 
reaching import that its momentous meaning 
was destined to prove to him an inextinguish- 
able light to the end of his days, and quicken 
his steps in all his wanderings—then, with the 
sweetest smile upon her face—she vanished. 
Asaph awoke. In a moment his path 
seemed plain. The message which had come to 
his groping mind was all-convincing. The half- 
formed resolutions of many days now suddenly 
crystallized into action. How well he knew the 
age in which he was living. Oh, how well! 
Did not every wind that blew across the Syrian 
plains bring to his ears each day some new evi- 
dence of how deep Rome’s stern discipline had 
sent the iron into all hearts? Could any one 
measure the hardening effect of her ruthless 
legions upon the many races which she had sub- 
dued? In that cruelly heartless age had he not 
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frequently seen escaped slaves, unruly servants, 

and also rebellious sons sabred, stoned to death, 

and even crucified by the wayside? Around the 

place where they fell had he not seen the hun- 

gry wolves and jackals gather? Would these 

same ravenous wolves and jackals also find him 
by the wayside? 

The fate which awaited him was uncertain, 
nevertheless his decision to escape having been 
made, he was now inflexible. Close observation 
through many months had taught him that 
beggars were of all people most despised and 
avoided by his uncle; therefore, in the disguise 
of a beggar, he would be most secure. Dressing 
himself in torn and tattered garments puffed 
out with straw, staff in hand, the beggar, with 
long scraggly white hair and beard, and a big 
brown bag suspended from his neck, limped 
forth into the dark, winding streets of Aleppo. 
The disguise was complete. 

Next morning Ibleam, at the rising of the 
sun, strode forth through the khan, expecting 
to find his animals fed and watered as usual 
by his faithful nephew. One glance, however, 
convinced him that nothing had been done on 
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their behalf. Again seizing the rawhide, which 
he had so mercilessly used on the night pre- 
vious, he roared, ‘““‘Where art thou, thou worth- 
less rascal? Come forth from thy hiding place! 
Come forth immediately, I say, and give an 
account of thy shameless neglect of duty, or for 
every lash of last night thou shalt now receive 
ten!’’ Burdensome as Asaph had at first seemed 
to his uncle, he had made himself so highly use- 
ful that Ibleam could ill afford to lose his ser- 
vices. He was not only quick, but reliable. The 
open door through which Black Eagle had 
escaped was the one exception in his unbroken 
record of fidelity. 

The possibility that Asaph had escaped did 
not at first cross [bleam’s mind. When an hour’s 
careful investigation in and about the immense 
khan and the entire premises had been made, 
and no trace of the missing lad could be dis- 
covered, Ibleam then awoke to the fact that this 
valuable servant had in a most mysterious man- — 
ner taken his leave. 

“At all hazards he must be brought back 
and compelled to do double duty for the next 
seven years!’’ gnashed old Ibleam, as he fur- 
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iously cracked his whip through the cold morn- 
ing air. With this thought in mind he called 
six of his best horsemen and said to them, ‘‘Go! 
Search for that fleeing knave! Return not until 
you find him! As for myself, I will take the 
main road southward towards Damascus!’’ So 
saying, he wheeled upon his horse, and disap- 
peared in a cloud of dust, while his companions 
also rushed away in search of the missing 
Asaph. Night fell. All returned to the khan 
weary and vexed. The net which they had so 
carefully spread about the feet of the wary 
young traveller had failed to ensnare him. Once 
during the day Asaph’s uncle was hot upon 
his heels, but with all boldness he stood among 
the dusty reeds by the dusty wayside, stretched 
out his grimy hands, and droned in most 
wheedling tones, ‘““Wilt thou not help a poor, 
poor son of Abraham? Wilt thou not show 
the mercy of Jehovah? Jehovah bless thee, if 
thou dost but help. Jehovah curse thee, if thou 
dost pass by the needy.” 

As the last words fell from the lips of the 
beggar, Ibleam mumbled, ‘‘Beggars are the pest 
of our land! I abhor them! They devour our 
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land like swarms of locusts!’’ and putting spurs 
to his horse, was soon lost in the distance. 

To the young traveller the distance from 
Aleppo to Damascus seemed interminable. Over 
steep and rugged roads he passed. Often deep 
ravines, dripping with dampness, were his lurk- 
ing places. Fear of being pursued at all times 
weighed heavily upon his mind. Sleep fled from 
him. His reserve strength was taxed to its 
utmost. 

One radiant hope, however, filled his heart 
and buoyed up his spirits. In Damascus he 
would quickly find work, and a safe retreat 
from further persecutions. In his enkindled 
imagination he saw a brilliantly lighted city, 
where a youth with his strength and determina- 
tion would speedily win fame and fortune, and 
forever end the dark night through which he 
Was passing. He was like the fainting, famish- 
ing traveller crossing the desert who sees in the 
distance the palm groves, and knows not it is 
all a tantalizing mirage. In the innocence and 
simplicity of his soul he had yet to learn that 
the pathway which leads to fame and fortune 
_ is crimsoned in one’s own life-blood, and only 
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those who meet and master innumerable obsta- 
cles are at last crowned in the palace. 

Dusty, bedraggled, faint with hunger and 
yet too high spirited to ask for a morsel, he 
entered at last into the midst of the motley 
throng that slowly moved up and down the 
endless miles of streets in the world’s oldest city 
—Damascus. 

One thing was sure, in this ancient metrop- 
olis of northern Syria no one was in a hurry. 
As the camel slowly and patiently plods across 
the hot, shifting sands of the trackless desert, 
nodding his head with even rhythmic certainty, 
seemingly never anxious to reach his distant 
goal, so was it in Damascus. The crowds 
moved, it is true, but with the almost imper- 
ceptible slowness of the glacier. Over the city 
hung an atmosphere of mystery and myth and 
drowsy content. In some unexplained way all 
would be well. The morrow might have its 
difficulties and its dangers, but the morrow was 
far away, and if present needs were even par- 
tially fulfilled, let the soul rest at ease. The roar 
of the restless Abana was heard mingling with 
the hum of myriads of voices as it flowed at 
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their feet, and yet the restless Abana would 
find at last a sure resting place in the sea. Would 
not the quest of each feverish, restless soul, even 
in its deepest desires, also be more than realized? 
Such was the unspoken philosophy of the mul- 
titude in this mighty city built along the banks 
of the Abana. To pass within her gates was to 
have a cool, refreshing hand laid upon the 
fevered brow. Care dropped from the life with 
the ease of the falling leaves. 

Unconsciously, as the young Asaph passed 
through the lofty gateway which pierced the 
walls, and found himself in the midst of the 
constantly shifting multitude, his spirit became 
one with those about him in the emporium. 
Assuredly all would be well with him also. 
Weary and worn as he was, nevertheless his 
star of hope burned brightly. Somewhere there 
was a place for him and he would seek it with 
all diligence. 

Animated by this hope, in search of employ- 
ment, he wandered into the midst of the many 
merchants who filled the great bazaars. No 
false pride ruled his heart. Work of any kind 
he was willing to do, so long as it was hon- 
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otable. But as he passed from merchant to mer- 
chant seeking work for his willing hands, many 
would not even listen to his request, others 
brusquely refused his proffered services; still 
others sent him on his way with vague prom- 
ises. Wain were all his pleadings. Vain were 
all his promises of diligent, faithful service. 
Vain also were his assurances of a family record 
of unbroken honor and integrity. 

One glance was sufficient to convince these 
shrewd merchants, accustomed to judge char- 
acter as quickly as light falls from the sky, that 
willing and honorable and diligent as this boy 
might prove, his strength was wholly unequal 
to the long hours, the close confinement, and 
the unfailing attention to details which their 
business demanded. “‘No! No! Never a place 
for such as he!’’ murmured the merchants, as 
with unsteady step Asaph moved out of their 
presence. 

The afternoon sun was nearing the hori- 
zon. Its slanting rays sifted through the can- 
opy of the many colored silks that overarched 
the bazaar and bathed in soft, mellow glory the 
upturned face of the wan, overworn traveller 
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from Aleppo. He now stood at the close of 
many days of futile effort to find something to 
do in the greatest mart of an opulent city. His 
brain reeled. Aimlessly he stumbled forward 
and lost consciousness. 

Mizpar, the wealthiest silk merchant in 
Damascus, was in the act of displaying some 
of his finest fabrics to a group of handsomely 
gowned Damascus ladies when, with a thud, 
Asaph fell at his feet. Startled by the unexpect- 
ed swooning of this unknown lad, the merchant 
dropped his folds of silk and gave one swift 
glance at the vain searcher for work. Instantly 
a sharp pang shot through his heart. For a 
moment he grew pale as death. His purchasers 
took a hasty departure. The curtain of his life 
seemed suddenly drawn back, disclosing scenes 
twenty years remote. In this boy, with his 
glossy black hair, transparently fair skin, bold 
chin and high forehead, Mizpar saw the exact 
counterpart of his own child who years ago had 
played about his knee. What high hopes he had 
builded upon this son of his! In him the family 
would be perpetuated, to him the family for- 
tune would be entrusted, and by him the fam- 
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ily name would be enhanced in glory. But sum- 
mer fruit sometimes ripens sooner than antici- 
pated, and falls at an unforseen moment. So 
Was it with his boy. He was snatched away to 
continue his life on fairer shores. Now, as this 
unknown lad lay at his feet, bathed in the glory 
of the setting sun, so striking was the resem- 
blance between him and his lost boy, that it 
almost seemed as though the grave had sud- 
denly opened and he had risen to greet him. 
: The deepest emotions of Mizpar’s strong, 
impulsive nature were instantly stirred to 
action. ‘““Ihis boy must not perish!’’ he ex- 
claimed. Pressing to his lips a long silver whis- 
tle which was suspended by a silken cord from 
his girdle, he blew three sharp, shrill blasts 
which quickly brought to his side four stalwart 
Nubian slaves. Pointing to the prostrate form 
at his feet, he commanded, “‘A physician! Be 
gone!”’ 

The slaves vanished. Soon they reappeared 
bringing with them a physician, Olinthos by 
name, a man whose skill was well known 
throughout Damascus. Kneeling beside the 
lad, fastening his keen, highly trained eyes upon 
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him, and studying him most intently, Olinthos 
shortly turned to Mizpar, and said, ““This boy 
is starving. No food has passed his lips for 
days. He is most surely starving.”’ 

Click went the iron shutters before his 
bazaar as Mizpar in‘ decisive tones commanded, 
“Homeward with him!’’ Gently the slaves 
lifted Asaph from the ground, and with steady 
stride moved with their burden through the 
crowded bazaars. Olinthos was about to depart 
when the merchant said, ‘‘Come with us. We 
may need thee.”’ 

Mizpar’s spacious and beautiful home was 
located upon a terrace a short distance beyond 
the eastern walls of the city. Upon their arrival 
the four tall Nubians bore Asaph into the wide 
open courtyard, past sparkling fountains, and 
through the midst of a wealth of shrubbery to 
the second story. There, in a large airy room, 
they laid him upon a divan. 

When Judith, the merchant’s wife, a small, 
erect woman, with sprightly step, kindly eyes 
and a wealth of wavy black hair, appeared upon 
the scene, she asked no questions. With fine 
confidence in her husband she was willing to 
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await whatever explanation he might choose 
to give. Action was the need of the hour, and 
with characteristic energy, she was on the point 
of leaving the room to prepare suitable food 
when the doctor’s suppressed cry of pain, 
almost horror, halted her. Loosening the tunic 
of the lad to make his breathing easier, Olinthos 
discovered ugly welts across Asaph’s young 
shoulders. Sufficient time had elapsed to allow 
the deep wounds to become infected and their 
highly inflamed condition made the removal of 
the boy’s clothing a seemingly cruel, but neces- 
sary duty. With the quick instinct of a loving 
mother’s heart, Judith stepped to the physi- 
cian’s side to render all possible aid, when, for 
the first time, she saw the face of the young 
stranger. [he effect was instantaneous. “‘My 
boy! My boy! My dear, dear boy!’’ she 
exclaimed, and seizing him by both hands, 
kissed him again and again, while the hot tears 
of mingled joy and sorrow coursed down her 
furrowed cheeks. The remarkable likeness this 
unknown lad bore to their long-lost son made 
Mizpar and Judith weep together like little 
children. 
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When Asaph awoke to consciousness, he 
was lying in a bed covered with sheets of snowy 
whiteness. Bending over him was the sweetest 
face, save one, that he had ever seen. If this 
woman were not his mother, at least the love 
of his mother was in her heart and shone from 
her expressive eyes. His consciousness, however, 
lasted only fora moment. Lapsing into a wild 
delirium, he called for Black Eagle, again he was 
being pursued by bands of robbers, and yet 
again, with pathetic earnestness, he pleaded 
with Jehovah for work and for bread. 

The raging fever, the restless tossing 
through a long succession of nights, combined 
with the previously exhausted condition of the 
sufferer, made the hope of his recovery slight 
indeed. But Judith would give neither sleep 
to her eyes nor rest to her eyelids so long as one 
spark of life remained in his greatly emaciated 
body. She fought for his life as for the life 
of her only son. Under the directions of Olin- 
thos she administered, with unfailing regular- 
ity, nourishing food, cooling lotions, and the 
most recently discovered medicines. In all her 
efforts she was ably assisted by her husband. 
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At last the crisis passed. Sleep came once 
more to Asaph—the deep, quiet sleep of a little 
child. Slowly but surely he came up out of the 
dark valley into the strength of returning 
health. His lips began to redden, a glow of 
returning health was seen once more upon his 
cheeks, and brightness came again into his eyes. 
As day by day he was renewed, and was at last 
able to leave his bed and take short walks 
through the gardens which surrounded this 
luxurious home, he ceased not to wonder at all 
which had happened. Long he sat in the gar- 
den, under the thick foliage of the fig and olive 
trees, pondering over the change which had 
come so unexpectedly into his life. In the course 
of his musings he asked himself, ‘‘Who is this 
good mother? Why should she care for me— 
an unknown youth from an unknown city? 
Why have I seen the merchant’s eyes fill with 
tears, as I have caught him furtively studying 
me so intently, with that great hungry look in 
his eyes?’ As he sat in the shade of the trees 
he shook his head and exclaimed again and 
again, “Strange! Strange indeed! Altogether 
unexplainable! Will I not awake some morn- 
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ing and find it all a pleasant dream—simply a 
dream, and nothing more?” 

Asaph was like the lonely traveller, who, 
journeying across the desert through the great 
stillness, with no companion save the camel, 
lapses into speechlessness. For months the ani- 
mals in the great khan at Aleppo had been his 
only companions, and for him they had no 
word. Was it then surprising that he wrapped 
a veil of silence about himself? Only gradually 
did he permit Mizpar and Judith to draw from 
him the story of his early childhood. By add- 
ing fragment to fragment he enabled them to 
form a clear picture of Jedaiah, his father. They 
learned that he had been a priest in the chief 
synagogue at Aleppo. Earnest, devout, stu- 
dious, he had not spared himself in seeking to 
know every jot and tittle of the law, every 
phase of sacred Jewish history, every prophecy, 
every tradition transmitted through the Tal- 
mud. He had hoped that some day the call 
would come to him to join that sacred circle of 
seventy savants who composed the Sanhedrin 
at Jerusalem. In addition to his broad scholar- 
ship, he was a loyal patriot, a staunch cham- 
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pion of all the national rights of his beloved 
people. But Rome’s motto was, “‘A leaderless 
people is a helpless people,’’ and therefore Jeda- 
iah had been sacrificed in the onward march of 
eastern Roman conquest. 

Asaph gave them the vision of Zalmonah 
also, his beloved mother. Born in southern 
Judaea, near ancient Gaza, reared by godly par- 
ents, skilled in playing the lyre, versed in all the 
lore of her people and surrounding nations, 
privileged to make long journeys over the high- 
ways to distant cities, she had by chance met the 
young priest of Aleppo, Jedaiah. Their happy 
marriage came to a swift close. Her life also had 
been sacrificed—snuffed out like a brightly 
lighted candle. 

That there were more pages in Asaph’s life- 
book Mizpar and Judith knew, but what was 
written thereon they were as yet unable to dis- 
cover. With fine courtesy they refused to allow 
their intense desire to know the full story of his 
life to tempt them to intrude upon ground from 
which he so evidently wished to exclude them. 
With a high sense of family honor, Asaph was 
unwilling to breathe a single word which would 
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cast reflection upon any of his kindred, be they 
near or far removed. This was a fruitage of 
his early childhood teaching. Hence, though his 
uncle Ibleam had been the personification of 
utter neglect and outrageous cruelty, he spoke 
not a word of reproach against him. 
Nevertheless, youth is ever youth, and the 
rebound is sure to come. Ruthless hands may © 
take the young sycamore tree and bend it low 
towards the earth, but as soon as they are re- 
moved, the sapling springs back to its accus- 
tomed place, and leaps forward in its upward 
and outward growth. Thus it was with Asaph. 
The surging forces within him were too power- 
ful to fail to find expression. The sun was just 
beginning to light up the sky with a blaze of 
morning glory, when Mizpar and Judith heard 
an outburst of song. It was the dawning of 
a beautiful day in spring. The air was fragrant 
with the mingled odors of pure white jasmine 
flowers, purple wistaria, pink almonds, and 
pomegranate blossoms, and a rich profusion of 
lilies and violets. The tufted lark was on the 
wing and broke the morning stillness with the 
sweet melody of his unmeasured praises. 
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Everything conspired to unseal the wellsprings 
of the human heart. So bewitching, so magical, 
so invigorating to the mind and the emotions. 
were the combined influences of nature that the 
song could no longer be hidden in Asaph’s 
young heart. Early as was the hour he must 
sing—sing with the larks, rejoice with the 
bursting buds and the opening flowers, express 
in some way the exultant gladness of his heart 
for the overwhelming goodness which was be- 
ing showered upon him. The clear notes of this 
first song in his new Damascus home floated out 
across the broad spaces of the beautiful garden 
and wound their way through the open win- 
dows of the cedar-ceiled rooms, and awakened 
Mizpar and Judith. If a thousand harps had 
been playing in sweetest unison their joy could 
not have been greater than at present. Softly 
Judith whispered to her husband, ‘‘Our long 
and earnest prayers to Jehovah have been heard. 
Springtime hath not only come to our garden, 
but likewise into Asaph’s heart. Is not this 
first song the sure pledge of the many to fol- 
low?”’ 
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Great as was their surprise over this first 
glad song, even greater still was that which im- 
mediately followed. Descending to partake of 
their simple morning repast, they were met by 
Asaph. Wrapped in a little brown bundle were 
all his earthly belongings. Extending his hand 
to the merchant’s wife, and then to Mizpar 
himself, he said, ““My soul thanks thee for all 
thy goodness. The future alone can tell thee 
how truly I thank thee for all thy kindness. 
And now I must bid thee farewell.”’ 

“But why must thou leave us?’’ exclaimed 
Judith and Mizpar in the same breath. “Art 
thou not content?’’ ‘“Yea, more than content,” 
quickly responded Asaph, while a look of pain 
at the thought of parting swept across his 
frank, open countenance. ‘“‘Why then dost thou 
not remain with us?’’ pleaded Mizpar and 
Judith. “Because honor demands that I be re- 
sponsible for my own support,’’ said Asaph, as 
he stood erect before them. ‘Never can I have it 
said of me that I am a burden to any one!’’ he 
exclaimed. A scarlet spot burned on either 
cheek, and in his eyes was a steadfast look 
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which told the merchant it would be useless to 
reason longer with him. This youth was no 
reed shaken by the wind. With him determi- 
nation meant execution. 

The situation which now confronted Miz- 
par came upon him so unexpectedly that for the 
moment he was dazed. Unless he could find a 
way out of his difficulty, and find it quickly, 
Asaph would be gone. The bright future 
which he and his wife had already begun to 
plan for him would then fade away like the 
morning mist. For a moment the merchant 
bowed his head in deep thought. Silently he 
lifted a prayer to Jehovah for guidance, and as 
he did so, his pathway became clear. 

Placing a large, loving hand upon 
Asaph’s shoulder, Mizpar reasoned thus with 
him, ‘‘It is well said, my son. It is well said. 
Work is good for us all, and likewise honorable. » 
It is one of heaven’s greatest blessings. Since 
thou must work, why not come with me? I 
need a youth of thy willingness and stability of 
purpose. Let our home still be thy home, and 
my place of business thy place of business.” 
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Looking steadily, searchingly into Mizpar’s 
eyes, Asaph asked, ‘‘Art thou sure that thou 
needest me? Can I be of real help to thee in thy 
business?’”’ ‘“Yea, Asaph, I need thee. I will 
teach thee to be a shrewd and prosperous mer- 
chant. Come with me,” said Mizpar entreat- 
ingly. 

And so that morning, in early spring, it was 
arranged that Asaph was to find a permanent 
place in the bosom of this cultured Hebrew 
family. Starting from the foundation, he was 
to learn the silk industry. Meanwhile, through 
private tutors, he was to resume his neglected 
education. The hours spent daily in the bazaar 
were to be limited to a certain number and the 
remainder of the time given to study. 

The love of learning, so pronounced in 
Asaph’s father and mother, received a double 
impetus in his own life. No plant ever thirsted 
for the dew as did Asaph’s soul for knowledge. 
An unquenchable desire possessed him to master 
the subjects which he studied. Is it then any 
wonder that during the coming days he was des- 
tined to prove the delight of his teachers, and 
that their praise of him was to be unqualified? 


THE TEMPLE LIGHT 


Syria’s Sumptuous Synagogue 


Pervading the home life of the silk 
merchant was an intense religious spirit. Jeho- 
vah was reverenced, adored, obeyed. Close 
student of his nation’s past, Mizpar knew that 
the path of the transgressor had ever been a way 
strewn with wreckage. Why then not obey? 
This was the steadfast belief of his soul, and 
according to this faith he sought to order his 
conduct. 

The synagogue which Mizpar and his wife 
attended was of great historic interest. For 
centuries it had been the centre of devotion for 
Jehovah’s people, and despite the age-long 
struggle for supremacy between Israel and 
Syria, it had escaped unharmed. Fires had 
swept through the city. Howling mobs had 
bombarded their way through barricades. Old 
buildings had been demolished to make room 
for new ones, and still Beth Shiloh had stood 
unimpaired. A greater or less degree of super- 
stition dwells in all hearts, and every Syrian 
idolater fully believed that the wrath of the 
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gods would be visited upon him if he lifted even 
a finger against this sacred shrine of Israel. 
Thus from age to age it had stood like a lofty 
rock in the midst of the wild, surging sea. It 
drew within its sacred precincts the wealthiest 
Hebrews of the land, as well as the most 
impoverished. A firmly established conviction 
had arisen among the Israelites that no Hebrew 
possessed of riches should depart this life with- 
out first having made a generous bequest to 
Beth Shiloh. Profiting by this custom through 
a long succession of years, the synagogue had 
now become richly endowed. Here, too, young 
priests were carefully trained in all the sacred 
lore of the Hebrew race. From this holy shrine 
they went forth, not only to teach their own 
people the truths of Jehovah, but also to make 
proselytes from among the barbarians. Music 
also held a large place in this temple of Jehovah. 
Connected with the synagogue was a school in 
which many pupils were being constantly 
taught under highly trained masters. The songs 
of Jehovah were rendered in Beth Shiloh with 
such dignity, grace and beauty and holy fervor 
that the fame of her singers had spread to dis- 
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tant lands and their services were always being 
sought. 

Wealthy as were Mizpar and Judith, they 
attempted no display. Because of their benev- 
olence, loyal devotion and high standing they | 
were entitled to a chief place in the synagogue, 
but they always insisted upon sitting among the 
poor. 

To Asaph, entering with them on a Sab- 
bath morning, the scene was glorious, inspiring, 
sublime. ‘The priests in their gorgeous robes, 
the large choir of three hundred highly trained 
voices chanting the Psalms of David, the rever- 
ent reading of the law and the prophets, the 
exposition made by the chief attendant, to- 
gether with the sight of the throngs of worship- 
pers calling upon Jehovah for light, strength 
and deliverance, made upon his youthful mind 
an impression which was to endure through- 
out the coming years. His soul was exalted 
within him. With deep devotion he too did 
magnify Jehovah. At the close of each week, 
with the regularity of time, these three worship- 
pers were in their accustomed places within 
Beth Shiloh. The religious fervor kindled in 
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Asaph’s heart in early childhood by his devout 
parents was now revived and _ intensified. 
Wholly oblivious to his surroundings, he placed 
no restraint upon the fullest expression of the 
high and holy impulses of his soul. His voice 
rang out clear and high above the others, like 
the sweet tones of silver bells, but he realized 
neither its strength nor unusual beauty. 

By chance, one Sabbath morning, Asaph 
lifted his eyes and glanced about him. As he did 
so, it seemed as though all eyes were riveted up- 
on him, and him only. Instantly he ceased 
singing. . 

The next Sabbath came. The usual prepa- 
rations were made to attend the synagogue. 
Asaph refused to go. Mizpar was amazed,— 
astounded! ‘Turning to Asaph, he said, ‘‘Dost 
thou not love the synagogue? Dost thou not 
love Jehovah? Hast thou not told me again and 
again that the days seemed long until the next 
Sabbath should dawn? Why then this sudden 
change in thee?’’ 

For the first time Asaph noted an undertone 
of grief, disappointment, almost wrath in the 
merchant's voice. The words were like sharp 
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goads, yet not a syllable escaped his lips. Miz- 
par continued, “‘Doth not Jehovah merit the 
unfailing devotion of all His children? Hath 
He failed thee or forsaken thee? Hath He not 
declared, “The mountains shall depart and the 
hills be removed, but my kindness shall not 
depart from thee, neither shall the covenant of 
my peace be removed, saith the Lord, that hath 
mercy on thee’? Wilt thou reward the con- 
stancy of His fidelity with thine unfaithfulness? 
This I cannot believe. This I will not believe!”’ 
So great was Mizpar’s agitation that it was 
only with the greatest difficulty that he finished. 
And still Asaph stood speechless. So statuesque 
was he that it seemed as though he were carved 
out of marble. His lips were tightly pressed to- 
gether. His hands were clasped in a vise-like 
grip. In his eyes was a steady look of defiance, 
which said, more plainly than words, that 
naught could move him. 

So deeply conscious was Mizpar himself of 
the bountiful goodness of the God of all 
mercies, that he regarded with dismay and 
horror all those who refused to follow in His 
ways. Losing all patience, he shouted, ‘“Thou 
art more stubborn than Baalam’s ass!’’ 
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Nevertheless, he had misjudged Asaph. 
The ardor of the youth’s soul for Jehovah and 
His eternal laws was undiminished. From early 
childhood the one teaching, repeated and re- 
iterated with telling effect, was that he should 
revere and obey Jehovah. This was an insepar- 
able part of his being. Indelibly stamped upon 
his mind was also the thought that at all 
hazards he must be determined. The strength 
of his life was to be measured by the strength of 
his resolutions. If he wavered, he would be- 
come like the restless, tossing waves of the sea. 
On the contrary, if he proved himself of iron 
determination, he would follow in the footsteps 
of the nation’s most renowned heroes. Young 
as he was, he scarcely realized the nature of the 
terrific conflict which now raged within him. 
While it is true that he knew that his spirit of 
unyielding persistence carried with it the double 
danger of being misunderstood, and also of 
leading him into refusing to yield when the time 
for yielding had come; nevertheless it seemed as 
though he dared not speak. Why? Possibly he 
himself could not tell. But seething waters, 
ever rising, even when impounded behind walls 
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of granite, will in some way find an outlet. 
Thus it was with Asaph. 

As Mizpar’s words of reproach fell upon 
his sensitive soul, he felt that, in sheer self- 
defense, he could no longer hold his peace. 
Dear as was the honor of another’s name in his 
family circle, dearer still was his own honor. 
The time had at last come when his benefactor 
must understand the cause which had brought 
him to Damascus. Was it not written, ‘““A good 
name is rather to be chosen than great riches’? 
Was he not justified in speaking when his honor 
was at stake? 

In swift, impassioned tones he now opened 
the pages of his history which hitherto had been 
closed to Mizpar, and unfolded the story of his 
cheerless days with his uncle in the great khan 
at Aleppo, the escape of Black Eagle, the cruel 
lashing, and the flight which had followed. 
Stamping his sandled foot upon the paved 
courtyard, and shaking with wrath, Asaph 
cried, ‘‘Some villain hath published in Damas- 
cus the news of my flight, and even in the 
synagogue all eyes are turned upon me in con- 
tempt! They think that I am a rebel against 
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rightful authority! They believe that to escape 
punishment I have taken refuge under thy 
powerful protection! Did I merit the extreme 
penalty of forty lashes meted out to slaves and 
criminals? With Black Eagle lost and my life 
in jeopardy, was not my flight justifiable? 

The flash of lightning on a dark night sud- 
denly uncovers many things which hitherto 
have been hidden. So was it at this moment. 
The merchant now saw in completeness 
Asaph’s life—all except that strange, mystic 
message of the future, the secret, which his 
mother had imparted to him on the night of his 
flight, and which was to prove so far-reaching 
in determining his destiny. 

Asaph’s vehement words revealed the bur- 
den which for months had been weighing upon 
his mind, often robbing him of sleep for nights 
in succession. Even in the busiest hours of the 
day, Mizpar had seen him so preoccupied while 
selling merchandise to customers as to forget the 
number of folds of silk already measured, so 
that he must count anew. Now even the joy of 
the synagogue and its high and holy services 
was gone, because he vainly imagined prying 
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eyes and mischievous ears had learned the truth 
which he had guarded with such jealous care. 
So highly sensitive was Asaph’s nature, 
and so fine his sense of loyalty to his family, 
that, brutal as had been the blows laid upon 
him, he had often been nearly ready to return to 
his uncle, as his nearest kin, and pledge renewed 
submission to his rigorous authority. Thus he 
argued with himself, ‘‘Is not a child to live in 
obedience to those appointed to govern him? 
Though death should follow, is not death 
preferable to disobedience? Am I not a rebel 
against rightful authority? Are not the 
worshippers right in turning upon me eyes full 
of withering scorn?’’ Schooled carefully in the 
divine law, its demands were ingrained into 
every fibre of his being and bade him obey. 
Quick to penetrate to the foundation of 
another’s perplexities, Mizpar now turned up- 
on Asaph eyes full of sympathetic understand- 
ing. ‘“Thy difficulties are two-fold,’ he said, 
“the one imaginary and the other real. Imagi- 
nary are thy thoughts concerning the worship- 
pers in Beth Shiloh. Unknown, altogether 
unknown, are the facts of thy life to them. 
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Their eyes have been directed towards thee, not 
in scorn, as thou hast vainly imagined, but in 
wondering admiration. 

“For fifty years I have found my way each 
Sabbath day into the synagogue. My joy hath 
ever been heightened by the songs of Zion so 
carefully rendered in Beth Shiloh. Of the many 
who have sung within her walls in the past half 
century, not one hath possessed a voice whose 
natural sweetness equals thine. This, and this 
alone, accounts for the unusual degree of atten- 
tion thou hast received. The master-musician, 
conducting the chorus of three hundred voices, 
hath discovered thy talent and hath made 
request that thou mightest be trained to take 
_thy place among the Beth Shiloh singers.”’ 

For a few moments Mizpar paused. Rest- 
lessly he paced back and forth. A dark frown 
passed across his brow. The look of an infur- 
iated lion crept into his eyes, and then he added, 
“Concerning the misgivings in thine heart, and 
the right of thine uncle still to govern thee, I 
avow that when a man useth his power wrong- 
fully to oppress and tyrannize over others, he 
forfeiteth his rights of rulership. Nevertheless, 
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as the Sabbath closeth, my first business shall be 
to visit thine uncle in Aleppo. Till then, rest 
content.” 

As these words fell upon Asaph’s ears, it 
seemed as though a dark cloud had suddenly 
parted and the sunshine of a new day had burst 
upon him. Bending low the knee in a salaam of 
true deference and increased affection, and 
warmly clasping the hand of his great friend, 
he said, ‘““Thou art well named Mizpar, the 
beneficent one, for so thou art.’”’ Thereupon, 
as usual, the three made their way to their 
accustomed place in the synagogue. 

Early the next morning, before the rising of 
the sun, Mizpar, having gathered a troop of 
horsemen, took his departure for the distant 
city of Aleppo. Over the hills and into the 
valleys they sped. Looming in the distance they 
at last saw the lofty citadel upon and around 
which Aleppo was built. As he rode into the 
city at the sunset hour, Mizpar’s mind was filled 
with thoughts of his approaching interview 
with Ibleam. How would he be received? 
Would the innkeeper insist upon claiming 
Asaph? By what device could he be made 
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willing to waive authority over him? With the 
lapse of many months had his wrath abated 
over the loss of Black Eagle? 

With these, and many other thoughts flash- 
ing across his mind, Mizpar and his attendants 
sought the principal khan of Aleppo, which 
was so well known that every child playing in 
the streets could point the traveller to its por- 
tals. Within its protecting walls, where so 
many strangers during the passing centuries had 
taken refuge for the night, Mizpar too would 
seek much needed rest, awaiting the morning to 
disclose his identity and the nature of his mis- 
sion. 

The cocks were crowing and the bells tied 
about the necks of the camels were jingling 
when Mizpar awoke. He heard the prepara- 
tions being made by the hundreds of travellers 
about to depart along widely separated routes. 
In the midst of the general confusion he also 
heard one voice resounding through the great 
khan and reverberating along each vaulted 
space. So thunderous was the voice, and so 
large the one who possessed it, that apparently 
a second Goliath had arisen to awe all beholders, 
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and, if necessary, by brutal blows strike terror 
into their hearts. Such a Goliath was needed in 
the midst of the jostling throng that attempted 
to push pell mell through the narrow gateway 
of the khan into the devious streets of Aleppo. 
Camels, donkeys, horses and their drivers be- 
come so inextricably entangled that many 
wrangles ensued and the presence of the giant 
was demanded to restore peace. 

As the multitude of travellers departed, 
Mizpar quietly approached the breathless cus- 
todian of the inn and made inquiry for Ibleam, 
meanwhile making himself and his errand 
known. In answer to his inquiry he saw the 
huge frame of the man before him shake as 
though he were suddenly seized with the ague, 
and at the same time a look of terror came into 
his unusually large black eyes. 

Regaining somewhat his self-control, the 
giant, Issachar, Ibleam’s eldest son, said, ‘““Then 
it is my father whom thou wouldest see, is it? 
This is impossible. During the past winter we 
were cutting logs in the mountains and bringing 
them home to enlarge our khan. By crossing 
an old Roman bridge, built across a long, nar- 
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row neck of the lake, it was possible to avoid a 
wide detour in order to reach our home. The 
raging storms of many seasons had loosened the 
solid masonry and made the bridge unsafe. 
Nevertheless, it was still used by many. Not 
only myself, but my brothers also, warned our 
father of the danger, but what father thinketh 
not himself to be wiser than his sons? Thus did 
he curtly reply to our warnings, ‘What Rome 
buildeth, she buildeth for the ages!’ It was the 
close of a long and wearisome day when we 
came to the ancient bridge, bringing with us an 
unusually heavy load of logs. At the entrance 
to the bridge our four panting gray horses came 
to a standstill. Stock still they stood! Naught 
could move them! Notwithstanding my 
father’s skill as a horseman, all his efforts to 
urge them forward were in vain. Night was 
now upon us. Moment by moment my father’s 
rage increased with the delay. Upon rare 
occasions he used one extreme measure to sub- 
due rebellious beasts, a great whip made of 
rhinoceros hide, every strand of which was 
beaded with lead. Drawing the whip from be- 
neath a large sheepskin lying on the forefront of 
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the logs, he let fall upon the animals blows of 
such violence that it must have seemed as 
though liquid fire were being poured upon 
them. Wildly they dashed forward. Scarcely 
had they reached the middle of the bridge when 
it gave way and father and the four horses were 
drowned in the lake below.” 

A look of relief swept across Issachar’s face 
as his story ended. It seemed somewhat to ease 
_ his mind to find someone to whom he could tell 
the strange events that gathered around that 
last tragic night in his father’s life. 

When Mizpar began to explain it was on 
behalf of Asaph that he had come, a new look 
of terror came into Issachar’s eyes. By nature he 
was extremely superstitious, doubly so since 
his father’s death. The falling of a star, the 
howling of the hounds at the midnight hour, 
the croaking of the rooks, the moaning of the 
wind through the pines—all had for him their 
ominous meaning. 

Above all, he believed that the coming of 
Asaph had caused their many misfortunes. 
Abruptly breaking off the conversation with 
Mizpar, and pointing the long staff which he 
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held in his big, bony hand to a large iron gate, 
he said, ‘Pass through yonder gate into the 
courtyard. There thou wilt find mother. Tell 
her we wish not the return of Asaph. With him 
misfortune came to our household.”’ Violently 
shaking his head, he exclaimed, ‘‘Never again 
do we wish to see his face! Nay, never! Never! 
Never!’’ And then he rapidly strode away to 
make preparations for the travellers who were 
to arrive on the morrow. 

Walking in the direction indicated, Mizpar 
rapped at the door of a large compartment on 
the west side of the roughly paved courtyard, 
was admitted, and received with courtesy. 
With gentle speech he sought to comfort 
Issachar’s mother in the loss of her husband, at 
the same time explaining the presence of Asaph 
in his home. Already accustomed to being 
guided by the wisdom of her eldest son, she 
readily concurred in his judgment concerning 
Asaph. Before departing, Mizpar placed in her 
hand a leathern wallet well filled with gold, 
which soothed her ruffled feelings over the loss 
of Black Eagle. 
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With a song of jubilation rising from his 
heart, Mizpar shook the dust of Aleppo from 
his feet and turned southward towards 
Damascus. The way was now open for the ful- 
fillment of the great loving purpose of his heart. 
The boy so like his son would soon become his 
son indeed. 

Turning to his companions who journeyed 
with him, Mizpar said, ‘“The distance is great. 
The days pass slowly. Let us press on with 
greater speed.’’ Swifter and still swifter the 
merchant and his comrades urged on their 
horses. At last, in dim outline, Damascus rose 
before them on the horizon. It was midnight 
when Mizpar dismounted from his tall chestnut 
mare in front of his stable door and bade fare- 
well to his friends. In the glimmer of the wan- 
ing moon, he saw his faithful ‘‘Kaiki’’ trem- 
bling from the severe strain to which she had 
been subjected. Stepping forward he caressed 
her on the neck and head, and murmured again 
and again in her ears, ‘‘Good Kaiki! Faithful 
Kaiki! Rest thyself now. Not a saddle shall be 
placed upon thee in one and twenty days.’’ Un- 
der his gentle touch the chestnut grew quiet and 
neighed her content. 
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Notwithstanding the lateness of the hour at 
which he had arrived in Damascus, the next 
morning Mizpar arose with the twittering of 
the birds. Quietly dressing himself, he stepped 
into the spacious garden which skirted the 
eastern side of his home. Here he sought a little 
arbor overarched with purple bougainvillea 
and the overhanging branches of almond trees. 
For some time he sat upon the bench, wrapped 
in profound thought, wholly oblivious to all 
that was passing about him. 

Suddenly he thought he heard the murmur 
of voices. Were other people in the garden? If 
so, where might they be? Why had they come? 
He listened intently. For a time he could hear 
nothing. Then again he was sure he heard 
voices. Rising, and straining his ears to catch 
every sound, he heard beyond a clump of 
almond and fig trees, and the thick shrubbery 
which surrounded the arbor, a voice which sent 
a thrill through his soul. Early as was the hour, 
Asaph too was in the garden, and not far 
removed. Mizpar resolved to tread softly and 
surprise him. The paths wound in and out 
through a great variety of plants and trees and 
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shrubs. By making a wide circuit he drew near 
the place whence he thought the voice came. 
Here he would find Asaph. Gently he parted 
the branches. Hither and thither he peered in 
search of him. All was in vain. Not a single 
sign of him could he discover. Much puzzled, 
and greatly disappointed, he was about to turn 
away, when again he heard Asaph’s voice, this 
time so near as to startle him. The lad was un- 
derneath a large tamarisk tree, less than twenty 
feet distant. Its low drooping branches almost 
completely concealed him from view. His back 
was towards Mizpar. He was upon his knees in 
prayer. Reverently, with pathetic earnestness, 
in broken tones he pleaded with Jehovah, say- 
ing, “Oh, Thou merciful Jehovah, spare me! 
Spare me! Let not my uncle’s wrath again 
descend upon me! If it pleases Thee, wilt Thou 
not let me abide in this place of peace?”’ 

It was too much. Tears sprang unbid- 
den to Mizpar’s eyes and he softly withdrew 
and left Asaph undisturbed in his morning 
vigil. Ashe passed through the garden gate, he 
murmured to himself, ‘‘A true son of Abraham! 
A true son of Abraham is he!”’ 
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Hurriedly he made his way through the 
city. In a house overlooking the western city 
wall, whence could be seen the diverging roads 
leading to Damascus, and the shimmering 
waters of the three lakes in the distance, he 
found a faithful scribe, Elihu. 

Summoning him to his home, Mizpar 
called into his presence his wife and Asaph. 
After explaining in detail all that had occurred 
during his recent visit to Aleppo, he concluded 
by saying, ‘“‘And now, Asaph, dost thou desire 
to become our son? And wilt thou be obedient 
to our commands all the days of thy life? Wilt 
thou honor us as thou shouldest honor thy 
father and mother?” 

With a radiant face he gave his assent, and 
as Elihu, the scribe, carefully recorded his name, 
his parentage, the day of his birth and his 
solemn vow of obedience, he subscribed his 
name to the document and was warmly embrac- 
ed by both of his foster parents. 

“Welcome! Thrice welcome art thou in our 
midst! All that is mine is thine!’’ exclaimed 
Mizpar, as he gave the lad his strong right hand 
and drew him to his breast for yet one more ten- 
der embrace. 
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At that moment a white dove flew through 
the open window and alighted upon a tall brass 
urn which stood just within the embrazure. 
“It is an omen of peace and good will,’’ whis- 
pered Judith to her husband. ‘“‘It is heaven's 
token of favor upon this our deed of mercy. 
Saith not Jehovah, ‘Is not this the fast that I 
have chosen? To loose the bands of wicked- 
ness, to undo the heavy burdens, and to let the 
oppressed go free, and that ye break every yoke? 
Is it not to deal thy bread to the hungry and 
that thou bring the poor that are cast out to thy 
house? When thou seest the naked that thou 
cover him; and that thou hide not thyself from 
thine own flesh?’ And hath not Jehovah 
promised, saying, “Then shall thy light break 
forth as the morning and thine health shall 
spring forth speedily; and thy righteousness 
shall go before thee; the glory of the Lord shall 
be thy rereward’?”’ 

Asaph leaped from room to room with un- 
bounded joy. His soul was at last unfettered. 
He wished in some way to express the greatness 
of his joy, and in gleeful tones shouted, “‘Let us 
sing! Let us send up songs of praise to high 
heaven to Him who hath heard my prayer!”’ 
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A look of highest pleasure overspread Miz- 
par’s face and he gave a glad assent, saying, “‘It 
is well spoken, my son. Jehovah is worthy of 
all praise.”’ 

From their hearts ascended praise and 
rejoicing unto Jehovah. The songs that arose 
from Asaph’s pure soul seemed to Mizpar and 
Judith like the sweetest incense. His clear 
young voice soared high above the notes of his 
three companions. Not a warbler in the 
merchant’s garden was as happy that morning 
as Asaph and his parents. 

At the conclusion of the singing all sat 
down to partake of a feast of rejoicing. The 
early fruits of the season, the choicest lamb 
from the flock, honey fresh from the honey- 
comb, and many another delicacy made this 
gathering about the merchant’s table one long 
to be remembered. 

As the feast drew to a close, the scribe 
arose, and was about to depart, when a burst of 
song fell upon their ears. All, save one, were 
greatly surprised. A twinkle was in Mizpar’s 
eyes which betrayed that he was aware of what 
was coming. Forty of the best singers from 
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Beth Shiloh had quietly gathered in the garden, 
and as the shadow of the sun-dial marked the 
third hour, they began to sing. So joyous were 
their songs that it seemed as though the very 
trees were clapping their hands in glee and as 
though the bright morning clouds were 
descending a little lower to listen. 

Laying his loving hand on Asaph’s shoul- 
der, Mizpar tenderly said, ““My joy in knowing 
that we were to have thy permanent presence 
with us was too great for ordinary expression. 
As on wedding days and high festival days we 
call forth our best musicians to give added 
happiness to every moment of the festivities, so 
I wished it to be with thee on this memorable 
morning.” 

“Yea, thou hast well said and also well 
done,”’ added Judith. Looking lovingly into 
Asaph’s fine face, and then turning to-her hus- 
band, she said, ‘“‘Doth it not seem as though our 
son were with us once again?’ And then she 
could say no more, but turned away to hide the 
depth of her emotion. 

As the scribe went his way Mizpar and 
Asaph passed arm in arm through the open 
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door into the rose garden, and far beyond 
through a succession of other gardens. A gor- 
geous scene was outspread before them. Plants 
of every tint and shade greeted them, so that it 
was a veritable riot of color in the midst of 
which they found themselves. The pure white 
jasmine flower, so rich in fragrance; tall ole- 
anders ablaze with their wealth of pink blos- 
soms; and the clambering bougainvillea, cover- 
ing every wall with a mantle of most brilliant 
purple, formed a picture of such rare beauty as 
to be unequalled even in the Vale of Sharon. 
Leaving the gardens, the two next wandered 
into a small, carefully kept park. Giant cedars 
of unknown age rose before them. Tall, taper- 
ing cypresses lifted high their heads into the 
heavens. Magnolia trees, aglow with white and 
pink blossoms, added their glory to the scene. 
Green pepper trees, with their fine feathery 
leaves, lithe drooping branches and clusters of 
bright red berries, swayed softly back and forth 
under the broad blue sky. A panorama of syl- 
van beauty was unfolded before them such as 
few travellers are privileged to behold. On they 
wandered into vineyards and olive orchards and 
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amidst great numbers of fig and walnut trees. 
Beckoning them still farther away from home 
were fields filled with reapers, and hills on whose 
gently sloping sides were grazing flocks of sheep 
and lambs, together with scores of camels and 
their little colts. Great numbers of storks were 
searching the meadows for field-mice and 
crickets, while here and there an eagle could be 
seen sailing above them in the clear morning air, 
mounting so far aloft as almost to touch the 
few fleecy white clouds which were slowly 
drifting across the sky. It was past midday 
when Mizpar and Asaph turned homeward. 
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Busy Years of Happy Toil 


The years which followed were exceedingly 
busy ones. The silk merchant’s business grew 
to larger and larger proportions. His strict 
honesty, unfailing courtesy, and close study of 
the needs and desires of all his patrons made 
him a general favorite in all the bazaars. Asaph 
was so quick, so willing, so proficient in the 
multiplying details of his business that the long 
hours spent in the bazaar seemed to fly away 
upon the wings of the wind. So happy were 
they in their daily toil together that frequently 
when darkness was descending upon the earth, 
it was as though the day had scarcely begun. A 
perennial spring of joy was in their hearts and 
a daily song upon their lips. The silk purchas- 
ed in their bazaar seemed better than fabrics of 
like value purchased elsewhere because of the 
happiness radiating from this father and his 
son. People not infrequently came to the 
bazaar with no thought of making a purchase, 
but simply with the desire to linger a little 
while in their presence and catch something of 


Widening the Horizon 91 


the contagion of their sweet content. Their 
years of intense activity were followed by such 
an abundant reward that an ever-rising stream 
of riches flowed to them. 

Into the bazaar streamed people of all 
nationalities, drawn from the remote ends of 
the earth. Daily contact with many minds 
from many lands awakened in Mizpar the long- 
ing to travel and see the countries from which 
they came. Added to this, was the desire to 
open wide the door of opportunity before his 
son, Asaph, that he might have the largest pos- 
sible outlook upon life. “Therefore, extensive 
yearly journeys were planned. Distant Bagdad, 
the cities along the Nile, and even imperial 
Rome, with her growing power and splendor, 
were visited. In the course of their far journey- 
ings from year to year they saw much of beauty 
and magnificence. 

One thing, however, never failed to leave a 
painful impression upon their minds and 
hearts. In every land they saw the idols of the 
heathen—horrible, debasing, degrading idols! 
They found the temples of Ephesus, Greece, 
Egypt and Rome centres of shame and vice, 
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causing blindness and bondage to fall upon all 
their devotees. Moreover, they were alarmed by 
the demoralizing power of the heathen world 
upon their own beloved Hebrew people. 
Beholding all this, the morning and evening 
prayer that arose to Jehovah from Mizpar's 
burning heart was, ‘“‘Oh, Jehovah, send to us 
the Deliverer! Hasten Thou His coming. We 
wait for Him. Prepare Thou our hearts for His 
advent into our midst. Amen.’’ Day by day he 
ceased not to offer this petition to Jehovah. 
With each passing day the conviction was 
strengthened within him that the hour of 
emancipation was at hand, and that the Mes- 
siah was most surely standing at the door. 
Many other saintly souls throughout the land 
shared his belief. 

Before summer bursts upon us in all its 
glory, it is preceded by a period of preparation. 
Swelling buds, unfolding blossoms, the new 
songs of birds, ten thousand tokens herald the 
coming of the glad days when the golden grain 
will be ripened in the summer sunshine, and the 
luscious fruit will bend low upon the branches. 
In like manner the ushering in of the world’s 
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Anointed One was preceded by a most remark- 
able time of mental and moral quickening, so 
that multitudes were on tip toe of expectation. 
One subject rose to first place in the life of the 
nation. One thought filled every mind. One 
hope animated every heart—the hope of the 
coming Messiah. Scanning the sky anew each 
day, and studying with quickened zeal their 
ancient Hebrew prophecies, the people eagerly 
inquired, ‘“‘Are not the signs of His coming now 
fulfilled? May we not expect Him in our day?”’ 

Foremost among those who rejoiced in the 
heightened hopes of Israel was Mizpar. With 
ever-growing interest he awaited the dawning of 
each new day. He listened intently to every 
shred of evidence concerning the coming 
Messiah. . 

As his riches increased, an intense desire was 
born within him to present some worthy gift to 
the world’s Redeemer. In meditating upon the 
gift which he desired to bring, he decided it must 
have two qualities: it must be of priceless value, 
as a real token of his love; and it must also sym- 
bolize his great hope. How often he had said, 
“A religion which hath at its centre no great 
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hope ceaseth to be a religion. Our nation hath 
ever had one undying hope—the coming of the 
Messiah.’’ Moreover, in selecting his gift, his 
purpose was to strengthen Asaph’s faith in the 
Desire of the nations. “‘Only as he is the child 
of faith can he know the fullness of joy, and be 
of the highest service to our people,’’ murmured 
Mizpar, as he stood at the close of the day and 
began to make preparations for his great pur- 
chase. 

Among the hundreds of patrons who 
thronged the bazaars, Mizpar had learned to 
know the choice spirits of his age. Esteemed 
above others by him were five goldsmiths of 
Damascus—men in whose souls faith had taken 
a deep root. It was to these that he extended an 
invitation to spend an evening in his home. 
Each merchant was requested to bring with him 
a necklace of the most precious jewels that he 
possessed, from which Mizpar declared he 
would make his choice. At the same time 
Asaph was directed to weigh with the utmost 
care the words of each guest. 

When the evening came, and the merchants 
assembled in Mizpar’s home, a trembling antici- 
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pation filled each heart. In their eager search for 
costly gems in many lands, they moved in the 
midst of daily perils. The great treasure which 
they bore over land and sea made them the 
object of attack by watchful robber bands, and 
even in the bazaars they must place a triple 
guard about themselves. They knew Mizpar 
Was possessed by that magnanimous spirit 
which would lead him not to begrudge them a 
generous profit, providing they could display 
before his eyes jewels which would equal his 
expectations. His intense devotion to Jehovah 
was known throughout Damascus, and with 
wise foresight, each goldsmith in presenting his 
gems dwelt much, not only upon their great 
value, but also upon their profound religious 
significance. 

The first to open his treasure was Malchi- 
jah, tall, erect, handsome, with sparkling, pene- 
trating eyes, a man so quick, so alert that seem- 
ingly naught could possibly escape him. He was 
a deep-sea diver, one who had spent much of his 
life searching in the seas for hidden treasure. 
Opening a highly polished casket of ebony, he 
placed before his host a string of pearls of such 
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remarkable size and beauty that, despite him- 
self, Mizpar burst into an exclamation of 
delighted surprise. 

“The pearl,’ said Malchijah, “is the 
symbol of that which hath most value. In all 
lands will not a man give all that he possesseth 
for a single pearl, yea, even life itself? Because 
of its unequalled value it hath ever been the 
token of life, for what is so dearly prized as life? 
It is life in the grain of wheat which causeth it 
to multiply an hundred fold. It is life in the 
bulb which maketh the lily to spring forth 
more beautiful than the morning. It is the life. 
of God in the soul that doth transform man in- 
to the image of Jehovah. Nowhere canst thou 
find a more suitable token of thy devotion than 
these pearls, whose transparent purity will 
moment by moment speak to thee of the ever- 
living Messiah,the giver of life, of whom it is 
written, “Thou wilt show me the path of life; 
in Thy presence is the fullness of joy; at Thy 
right hand are pleasures for evermore.’ ”’ 

The next to speak was Besodeiah, who held 
before Mizpar’s wondering eyes a string of 
opals of such rare beauty as instantly to awaken 
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his admiration. With consummate skill Beso- 
deiah dwelt upon their matchless beauty, and 
concluded by saying, ““Fhe opal is the symbol 
of hope, for therein we find all the colors of the 
rainbow. Its iridescence is unequalled in any 
other gem to be found on the land or in the seas. 
And for what more can we wish than hope? 
When hope dwelleth in the heart man seeth the 
open pathway through the seas, the rift 
through the darkest cloud; joyous summer, 
with its wealth of fruits and flowers, following 
the cold blasts of winter. ‘The man of faith, or 
hope, will call down Jehovah’s favor before 
which walled cities will fall, encircling armies 
will flee away and the desert earth will be made 
to blossom as the rose. A life devoid of hope 
conjures up mountains of impassable difficulties 
and dangers. In the midst of the severest storm 
through which our nation hath been called 
upon to pass, our sky hath been overarched by 
the rainbow of hope. Why? Because our 
Messiah hath ever been to us a Pillar of cloud 
by day and our Pillar of fire by night, to go 
before, and to follow after us, illumining our 
pathway with a blaze of light. For a man of 
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thy faith, Mizpar, there can be but one choice, 
these priceless opals, the symbol of hope.” 

It was now Pedaiah’s chance to speak. 
Dressed in a long silken robe of spotless white, 
he drew from beneath the folds of his garnet 
girdle a necklace of sapphires, so blue as to rival 
the azure of the sky. ‘“These have been but 
recently discovered in the land of Assyria,’ said 
he. They were found in the treasure-house of 
King Tiglath Pileser. Of all sapphires known 
to man, none can approach either in size, color 
or value these which this night I offer thee.’’ As 
Pedaiah placed the sapphires against the pure 
white folds of his silken gown, they indeed 
seemed worthy to adorn the crown of earth’s 
most renowned King. 

“And, Mizpar, dost thou know why these 
gems have ever been esteemed more highly than 
all others by Assyria’s kings? Because they be- 
speak loyalty, the one virtue most desired by all 
rulers. Why did Gideon have the strength of 
a thousand men? Why was Joshua invincible? 
Why was Deborah as brave as a lioness, as she 
faced Sisera at the Brook Kishon, with his nine 
hundred chariots of iron? The reason they 
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were all triumphant was because loyalty to 
God and man, the quality symbolized by these 
sapphires, became the bed-rock of their being. 
And whence cometh loyalty? Its source is in 
the Messiah, the Creator of every gem in moun- 
tain’s height or ocean’s depth, of whom it is 
written, ‘Lo, I come. In the volume of the book 
it is written of Me, I delight to do Thy will, O 
My God; Yea, Thy law is within My heart.’ 
Through these sapphires, this royal gift, thou 
wilt forthtell the unchanging loyalty of thine 
heart to thy King.”’ 

Mizpar seemed almost persuaded to 
accept the proffered gems of Pedaiah, but his 
original intention to allow each merchant to 
display his treasures prevailed. 

Nathanal, apparently only a youth, was 
the next spokesman. The brightness of his eyes, 
the flush upon his cheeks and the vivacity with 
which he spoke, made him seem like the onrush- 
ing of spring breezes. With elastic step he 
approached the light and held up a chaplet of 
diamonds, so brilliant, so dazzlingly beautiful. 
as to mock the stars. The radiance of the ages 
seemed to have been caught and permanently 
enshrined in each glittering gem. 
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Gifted with a pleasing musical voice, and 
rare powers of persuasion, he began by saying, 
“One stone alone is acknowledged by all men to 
hold the highest place of honor—the diamond. 
Ever hath it been coveted by rich and poor. It 
hath found a place in the most costly brooch. 
It hath adorned the hilt of our conquering 
heroes’ swords. It hath blazed upon the finger 
of earth’s most powerful kings and queens. It 
is the token of ambition, of high and holy 
aspiration.” 

For a moment Nathanal paused, evidently 
searching the hidden recesses of his alert and 
resourceful mind for the most convincing 
argument with which to close his appeal to 
Mizpar. Continuing, he said, ‘““Where ambi- 
tion liveth not, life is like a sluggish stream. It 
is slothfulness which keepeth men upon the un- 
certain, shifting sands. But wherever ambition 
burneth high in the soul, there diligence ruleth. 
the life. Was it not our wisdom-loving King 
Solomon who said, ‘Seest thou a man diligent 
in business? He shall stand before kings; he shall 
not stand before mean men’? And whose aspi- 
ration riseth so high as doth that of our King, 
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the coming Messiah? Shall He not come to 
have universal dominion? Is it not written 
concerning Him, “The kings of Tarshish and of 
the isles shall bring presents; the kings of 
Sheba and Seba shall offer gifts. Yea, all kings 
shall fall down before Him; all nations shall 
serve Him’? Mizpar, for a man of thy tireless 
energy and lofty ambition these brilliants, 
flashing forth the light from every facet, can 
alone be a fitting expression of thy fervent 
devotion to Him whom we delight to call “The 
Desire of the Nations’!”’ 

The impression made upon Mizpar by the 
impassioned appeal of Nathanal, and by the 
sight of his diamonds, was undeniable. Never- 
theless, one still remained with an unspoken 
message and undisplayed jewels. 

The last man to approach Mizpar was 
Maltiah, an aged man with hair and beard of 
snowy whiteness, Confidence in him was at 
once awakened by the kindly look which 
lighted up his eyes. At first he displayed no 
jewels. He stood in the midst of the little 
group as if unconscious of their presence. 
With loving admiration he looked upon the 
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ancient manuscripts lying here and there in the 
spacious rooms; the old musical instruments, 
precious heirlooms of many generations; the 
rich profusion of oriental rugs, with singular 
designs, telling the history of surrounding 
countries. Great as was his delight in the many 
things which adorned Mizpar’s home, he was 
not unmindful of the purpose which was before 
him at this hour. 

Too wise a merchant not to realize that his 
position was one of very great disadvantage, 
nevertheless, fully persuaded that what he had 
to offer was of unrivalled excellence, he turned 
to Mizpar, and unclasping a large gold pin, and 
unfolding a long piece of green silk, brought 
forth a necklace, and said, “Of all Rome’s 
enemies none was more feared than Vercinget- 
orix. As that mighty warrior finally surren- 
dered, after many battles, and was about to be 
led away a captive to Rome, his wife rushed to 
his side to bid him farewell and slipped into his 
hands these precious rubies, hoping that there- 
with he might purchase his ransom. 

“The covetous heart of Julius Caesar 
claimed this prize. Hast thou not heard of 
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‘Caesar’s rubies’? But even a Caesar is change- 
able, and in a hasty moment exchangeth his 
most valued treasures for new ones. Mine are 
now the rubies of Caesar. 

“These precious rubies have within them 
the stored up sunshine of a countless succession 
of summers. Every stone is a flame of fire. In 
all ages the ruby hath been the token of love, of 
a love so true and tender that it counts not the 
cost in bringing happiness or deliverance to 
others. Love will lead one to brave any danger, 
make any sacrifice. Dost thou not see, Mizpar, 
that each ruby is like a drop of thine own warm 
lifeblood? 

“Through this priceless gift, and through 
this alone, canst thou fully express before all the 
world thy faith in the boundless love of the 
coming Messiah, concerning whom it hath been 
declared, ‘A bruised reed shall He not break, 
and the smoking flax shall He not quench.’ In 
these precious rubies thou wilt find the fulfill- 
ment of thy fondest dreams.” 

“My decision hath been made!”’ said Miz- 
par. ‘In beauty, these rubies are unsurpassed. 
In wealth of meaning, they are also unrivalled, 
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for where love aboundeth, there will also pre- 
vail loyalty and ambition, life and hope.”’ 
With a look which expressed the greatness of 
his content, he weighed out for Maltiah the 
value of the rubies in talents of gold. Shortly 
thereafter his five guests departed. 

Standing in the background, Asaph had 
been a silent witness of this evening’s transac- 
tion. For once he had seen the adroit merchants 
of Damascus at their very best. He had beheld 
the keenest rivalry, unmarked by rancor. An 
intensity of feeling was awakened within him 
such as hitherto he had not known. Never had 
he seen such a contest. With avidity he drank 
in every word of each merchant. ““These clever 
goldsmiths are far more than purveyors of 
precious stones. They are God’s noblemen,”’ 
soliloquized Asaph. Their words of wisdom 
were to him as the very oracles of God, and 
helped greatly in shaping his future destiny. 

After the merchants had taken their depar- 
ture, he stepped to Mizpar’s side and together 
they examined the necklace. Scarcely could 
they take their eyes from it. So great was its 
charm that time lost its meaning while they 
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stood in wondering admiration. Questions 
sprang up in Asaph’s heart, and were soon upon 
his lips. ‘““When will the Messiah come? What 
are the signs of His coming? Thinkest thou He 
will come in our day?”’ By the brightness of his 
eyes, the glow upon his cheeks, and the tense 
tones of his voice Mizpar perceived how deeply 
he had been moved by all he had seen and heard 
this night. 

With fine perception the silk merchant saw 
that the coveted hour had come when he could 
leave life’s most lasting impression upon 
Asaph’s young mind and heart. With rare in- 
sight he now sought to lead him as far as 
possible into the mysteries of the Messiah, and 
concluded by saying, “Uncertain is the hour, 
but not uncertain either the place or the surety 
of His coming. The final message of the 
prophets readeth thus, ‘And the Lord, whom ye 
seek, shall suddenly come to His Temple, even 
the messenger of the covenant, whom ye delight 
in; behold, He shall come, saith the Lord of 
hosts’!’’ Lifting his forefinger impressively, he 
said, ‘‘List, Asaph. The prophet declareth the 
Messiah cometh suddenly. Be ready! Be ready! 
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And yet once more I say, Be ready for the 
Messiah’s coming!’’ Seizing the opportune 
moment in the plastic years of Asaph’s youth, 
Mizpar implanted within his soul these seeds of 
truth which were destined to yield an abundant 
harvest. 


‘THE TEMPLE LIGHT 
The Merging Years 


Engrossed as they were in business, never- 
theless Mizpar did not forget their need of 
relaxation. ““The bow strung too tightly 
breaks. In like manner the overwrought body 
and the overwrought brain are soon made use- 
less as scraps of iron,’’ said he. Sometimes they 
leaped into the saddle and rode far afield. At 
still other times they loitered by the winding 
brooks seeking the wily trout, or moved across 
the deep blue waters of the lake in search of fish 
of larger size. The years were merged into one 
another with surprising rapidity. Asaph grew 
out of boyhood into the strength of young 
manhood. His tall athletic form made him the 
envy of those less highly favored. 

Desiring to impart to Asaph all the knowl- 
edge which he himself possessed, Mizpar 
spared not himself in teaching him the art of 
fencing. Trained in his youth by the best 
instructors, he had become so renowned for his 
skill with the sword that he was called ‘‘Mizpar 
the invincible.’ ‘“‘Asaph shall be fully prepared 
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to meet every unforseen emergency that may 
arise,’’ mused the wise silk merchant. Did some 
good angel guide him in this that Asaph might 
be fully fortified for the time of BODE CC 
testing? 

At first, fencing was merely one of many 
pastimes with Asaph. At length, however, so 
fascinating a power did it possess for him, that 
it began to gain the mastery over his life. 
Mizpar awoke one morning to the painful dis- 
covery that what he had intended as a matter 
of secondary importance was rapidly beginning 
to claim the primary place. Asaph was still 
faithful to every business detail, and likewise 
faithful in his attendance upon the synagogue 
services; nevertheless, a great change had mani- 
festly taken place within him. 

Alarmed at the new attitude which had 
come to him and at the same time resolved to 
ferret out its cause, Mizpar slipped one night 
into Asaph’s bed chamber, intending to have a 
confidential talk with him. 

Upon entering the room he discovered 
that Asaph had fallen asleep, still holding in 
his hand an ancient Greek manuscript. Ten- 
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derly unclasping his tired fingers, and scanning 
the closely written pages, Mizpar found these 
lines carefully underscored, ‘“‘As Hannibal stood 
beneath the cross upon which his father had 
been crucified by Rome’s ruthless power, he 
there vowed a dreadful vow to high heaven 
that he would fully avenge his death!” 
Examining the pages more minutely, he per- 
ceived that upon the margin of the last page of 
the old Greek chronicle, Asaph had written 
these lines, ‘‘By me also shall my dear father 
and mother be avenged, yea, doubly avenged! 
Rome shall yet find in me another Hannibal!”’ 

Quietly closing the door behind him, 
Mizpar walked forth into the night, sorely 
troubled. On and on he wandered, unmindful 
of whither his steps were leading him. Sud- 
denly he realized that he stood upon the brink 
of a great precipice. Below him yawned the 
cavernous depths of an immense stone quarry, 
whence the stones had been quarried for many 
of the finest buildings in Damascus. Peering 
into those abysmal depths, he recalled the 
familiar lines of a famous Greek artist, “The 
choicest Parian marble, out of which the skill- 
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ful hand of a Phidias might carve a matchless 
statue of Apollo, may be broken and ruined by 
unskilled hands in the quarry.” 

Meditating upon these words, he cried out, 
“Will Asaph likewise be broken and ruined, 
his destiny unfulfilled? Or will he ascend to 
those heights for which his natural gifts have 
qualified him?’’ There, under the light of the 
stars, Mizpar resolved that at all hazards he 
would save him from his own undoing. 

Upon the following afternoon, with the 
directness which had ever marked his life, as 
father and son stood face to face in their usual 
fencing place, Mizpar bared first his right and 
then his left breast, revealing long white scars, 
and then said, “‘In the fiery days of my youth I 
vowed vengeance upon Rome! My vow was 
made good! ‘Through a long succession of days 
and nights, with torch and sword, I joined 
hands with others in harrying those ‘sons of 
Belial,’ as we called them! But for every blow 
we struck ten more were rained upon me. 
Thrice I was believed to have been mortally 
wounded, but each time a merciful Providence 
spared me. 
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“Upon my last recovery I entered anew into 
the synagogue, which I had long neglected, 
there to express to Jehovah the sincere gratitude 
of my heart. Then it was that there fell upon 
my ears the words, ‘Vengeance is Mine, I will 
repay, saith the Lord.’ So powerful was the 
influence of these words upon me that hence- 
forth the sword was laid aside, never again to 
be drawn by me, save in self-defense. By 
following a policy of peace and good will 
toward all, I have won, not only the confidence 
and love of my own countrymen, but Greeks 
and Romans, and even the slaves in the market 
place have also become my loyal friends.”’ 

Drawing still nearer, his face wan from his 
long night vigil, he said, “‘Art thou not in 
danger, Asaph? Art not thou too thinking of 
wreaking vengeance upon. these _ selfsame 
Romans whom I, in the days of my madness, 
thought to overpower?”’ 

The truth was out! By what means 
Mizpar had learned the hidden intent of his 
heart, Asaph knew not. Should he attempt 
evasion? Unthinkable! Sham was abominable 
to him. With all boldness he replied, “‘Is it not 
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written, ‘Eye for eye, tooth for tooth, hand for 
hand, foot for foot, burning for burning, 
wound for wound, stripe for stripe’? Wouldest 
thou have me leave unavenged the wantonly 
cruel death of my beloved father and mother?” 

Promptly Mizpar replied, ‘““To Jehovah 
belongeth the power of fire and sword, famine 
and pestilence, and whensoever He chooseth He 
can unlock the flood gates of His wrath upon 
transgressors of His high and holy laws. Dost 
thou not remember Pharaoh’s overthrow in the 
Red Sea? It is neither for thee nor for me to 
usurp the punitive power of Jehovah. True, the 
law of vengeance is written in His Word, but 
therein is also found a higher law which readeth 
thus, ‘He hath showed thee, O man, what is 
good; and what doth the Lord require of thee, 
but to do justly, and to love mercy, and to walk 
humbly with thy God?’ Was not Joseph a 
man of mercy, although his brethren cast him 
into a pit and sold him as a slave into Egypt? 
Did not our lion-hearted King David walk in 
the pathway of pity when he refused to slay his 
enemy, King Saul, who lay asleep at his feet in 
the cave? Only by a life tender in compassion 
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can we hope to have showered upon us the 
blessings of Him ‘whose throne is established in 
mercy.’ ”’ 

Pulsating through every word that fell 
with the intensest of feeling from Mizpar’s lips 
was the irresistible power of a blameless life. 
Fully persuaded that to trample his message 
under foot would be the height of folly, Asaph 
thereupon solemnly pledged his word to put far 
from him all thoughts of vengeance. 

As father and son walked homeward 
together that day a new and stronger bond of 
love was established between them. So close 
was the comradeship that now knit their hearts 
together that each loved the other as his own 
soul. 

As Asaph took his place in the synagogue 
on the following Sabbath a new-found joy was 
in his heart. A look triumphant was in his 
face. The radiancy of a deeper compassion for 
the multitude before him illumined his life and 
exalted his soul. Through every word that 
fell with such calm, even certainty from his 
lips was the unwonted strength attained alone 
by those who pass through a mighty moral con- 
flict and come forth victorious. 


THE TEMPLE LIGHT 
Asaph’s Richly Endowed Life 


At rare intervals Jehovah endows a life so 
richly, sends it forth into the world so highly 
gifted, that it has within it the possibilities of 
genius. Thus it was with Asaph. As yet he 
was unconscious of the limitless possibilities of 
his life; nevertheless, there was within him the 
daily kindling of impassioned desire for still 
greater achievements. While the ungifted shep- 
herd may be content to sit upon the green hill- 
side throughout the years and play his reed pipe 
as he watches over his flock, not so with him 
whom Jehovah hath builded upon the plan of 
the cathedral organ. To such an one the inevi- 
table hour will come when multitudes will call 
him forth from his hiding place and bid him 
shine with the brilliancy of the sun. Happy is 
he, yea, thrice happy, if his training has been 
such that the full measure of his gifts may be 
brought forth into the light. 

For a number of years Asaph had been a 
member of the splendid chorus in Beth Shiloh. 
The musical training which he there received 
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was the best that could be obtained in the 
Syrian capitol. Of the many voices in the great 
chorus his held first rank. So clear and melo- 
dious were his tones, that each Sabbath the wor- 
shippers wondered anew at their richness and 
beauty. 

One Sabbath two strangers from a distant 
city entered Beth Shiloh. Their attire was im- 
maculate, their appearance imposing, their in- 
telligence clearly manifest in the keen, penetrat- 
ing glances with which they surveyed every 
detail of this holy shrine. With bowed heads 
and reverent hearts they listened to the morn- 
ing worship. 

As Asaph’s voice, so rich, so reverent, rang 
out over the great audience and filled every 
nook and corner and crevice with the inexpress- 
ible sweetness of its tones, the hearts of the two 
strangers were filled with rapture. As others 
left the sanctuary these two strangers lingered . 
in self-forgetfulness and followed with loving, 
wondering eyes the tall form of a single singer, 
Asaph. His sparkling black eyes and glossy 
black hair, his high, intellectual forehead; the 
firmness and grace of his every movement, com- 
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bined with the intensity of feeling with which 
he sang, made him the centre of attraction. 

Rezin, the elder of the two strangers, turned 
to Giddel, his companion, and said, ‘“What a 
magnetic personality! How commanding! How 
radiant! Song springs from his heart as nat- 
urally as praise leaps from the throat of the 
thrush or the meadow-lark. Only by the power 
of the Spirit of God does he possess such a mar- 
velous range and resiliency of voice and rare 
richness of tones.’’ ““Yea,’’ added Giddel, the 
younger, ‘‘it is the fingers of the Most High that 
have touched the hidden springs of his soul and 
make song to leap forth from him as freely 
as the water gushed from the rock smitten by 
Moses. Who may this singer be? Whence 
comes he? Evidently a young man, nearing the 
age of three and twenty years. Might he be in- 
duced to sing elsewhere?”’ 

Unconscious of the presence of these strang- 
ers, and equally unaware of their thoughts con- 
cerning him, Asaph, on the following day, came 
face to face with them in his father’s garden. 
“From Jerusalem we have come,’ said the 
strangers. ‘As emissaries of the High Priest are 
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we sent forth in search of voices of rare quality 
to be added to the great Temple Chorus of four 
thousand singers. Wouldest thou be willing 
to leave Damascus and accompany us to 
Jerusalem?”’ 

As the messengers finished, a pallor swept 
across Asaph’s bronzed face. “‘Is this a part 
of the plan whereby the strange message—that 
mystic night-message which came to me from 
my mother so many years ago, is to be ful- 
filled?’’ he said to himself. 

One thing was sure, the invitation filled his 
heart with a thrill of joy such as he had never 
before experienced. Had they been sent as the 
messengers of high heaven to help him in the 
realization of his fondest dreams? The hidden 
heart-desires, the clamorous impulses of his soul 
impelled him to give, with the full strength of 
his being, an immediate and unhesitating assent 
to their request. One thing, however, and that 
one thing seemed like a mountain of brass, arose 
across his pathway. Years ago he had drifted 
into Damascus a homeless little wanderer. 
When starvation was about to claim him, lov- 
ing arms opened to receive him. For ten years 
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all that devoted parents could do to make his . 
life one unbroken song had been done, and 
now, when Mizpar and Judith were beginning 
to feel the weight of years, would it not be the 
basest ingratitude to leave them? If he made 
the request to go up to the Holy City, he knew 
they would not deny him. Nevertheless, would 
they not forever afterwards feel the sting of his 
departure, yea, consider that he had proved an 
ingrate by deserting them in their old age? 

Asaph was at once torn with conflicting 
emotions. Within him was an almost uncon- 
trollable desire to yield'to the urgent invitation 
extended to him by the ambassadors of the 
High Priest. However, so great was his sense 
of love and gratitude towards his foster father 
and mother that seemingly a strong, restrain- 
ing hand was laid upon him, holding him back 
from even the possibility of accepting the allur- 
ing place which had been offered him. What 
should he do? Ah! What should he do? 

“No answer can I give thee at present,’’ said 
he to his expectant guests. ““Time must be given 
me in which to weigh well your words.”’ 
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“In three days we must turn back to Jeru- 
salem. Wilt thou be prepared to reply ere we 
depart?’’ added the emissaries. Asaph gave the 
assurance that his reply would be ready during 
the time allotted, and bade his guests farewell. 

Being left alone he sought the one place in 
the garden which held for him the most sacred 
memories, the tamarisk tree, beneath whose 
low, drooping branches he had sought the face 
of Jehovah when Mizpar sped northward in 
search of Ibleam. There victory had come to 
him. Would not Jehovah again open a sure 
pathway before him in this crisis of his life? 
Long he wrestled in prayer, but arose with his 
problem unsolved. He left the evening meal 
untasted, and sought the seclusion of his cham- 
ber. Through the long night he paced back and 
forth, his soul the battleground between duty 
and destiny. Would his life-plan be realized? 
Would he stand in the nation’s capitol among 
the most talented musicians of his highly gifted 
race? Or must the ambition of his life be 
crushed beneath the overwhelming sense of all 
he owed to his benefactors? Still baffled in his 
thinking, it was toward morning when he lay 
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down to snatch a little sleep in the few hours ' 
that yet remained before the sun would again 
turn to rubies the water in the chain of lakes 
lying beyond the walls of Damascus. 

Never through all the coming years could 
he forget the vision which came to him this 
night while he slept. For the second time that 
wondrous face appeared to him—the face of 
his mother. In her hand was the harp which 
he remembered so well. In fact, it now seemed 
an inseparable part of her life, and likewise of 
his. Slowly, tenderly, lovingly her fingers 
passed across the strings of the instrument, as 
in years of yore, and then she beckoned to him 
as if urging him to listen to its pleadings. 

Bending low towards him, and pointing her 
long, slender hand over his head, she said, in 
tones of authority, almost of stern command, 
“Southward! Southward!’’ and then vanished. 
With a start Asaph awoke. The message of 
former years had been repeated. 

“Southward! Southward!”’ Asaph moaned. 
“Ah, yes, but shall I leave in their declining 
years and in their loneliness my beloved Mizpar 
and Judith? Impossible! Unthinkable!’’ he 
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murmured, as he smoothed the wrinkles from 
his silken tunic and made preparations to de- 
scend to these two people who had become 
dearer to him than life itself. 

As the three gathered about the table so well 
filled with tempting viands, an unusual silence 
reigned. Judith was the first to speak, and her 
words were startling in their significance. Her 
eyes sparkled like brilliants. 

“‘Asaph,”’ she said, “‘last night such a beau- 
tiful dream came to me. It was the week of the 
Passover and we were all gathered within the 
Holy City of Jerusalem. And thou, Asaph, 
wast in the Holy Temple and didst stand in the 
midst of the great Temple Chorus, and I was so 
glad for thee.”’ 

“It is strange! Exceeding strange!’’ inter- 
rupted Mizpar. ““Thy dream is likewise my 
dream, save that in Asaph’s eyes I perceive a 
singular sadness, as of one yearning for long- 
lost loved ones. Ah! Asaph, if it were but true 
that thou mightest find thy place within the 
Temple. For this my daily prayer hath arisen 
to Jehovah through many years. Speak, Asaph, 
what sayest thou?”’ 
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As at times the sunshine and the rain strug- 
gle with one another, resulting in the beautiful 
rainbow which spans the heavens, so was it 
with Asaph. Through his grief at the thought 
of parting with these loved ones there burst the 
sunshine of a great, loving purpose to serve his 
God in an exalted place. The moment had now 
come when he felt he must reveal the mission of 
the High Priest’s messengers, and also tell of 
his delayed decision. 

“Jehovah hath called thee! —Thou must go! 
To do otherwise would be to sin against thy 
soul and to frustrate His will concerning thee,”’ . 
immediately exclaimed Mizpar. This was also 
the mind of Judith. And thus it came to pass 
that when the emissaries of the High Priest re- 
turned, they found Asaph in readiness to go 
with them. 


THE TEMPLE LIGHT 


The Call Obeyed 


The entrance of the young singer into the 
Holy City marked a new phase of his life. 
Hitherto he had been a member of a compara- 
tively small group of singers. Now he stood in 
the midst of the largest and most talented 
chorus in the nation. 

When for the first time he entered the Holy 
Temple and joined the Temple Choir, it was 
with a sense of profound awe and reverence. 
From year to year he had accompanied Mizpar 
and Judith on their pilgrimages to Jerusalem to 
attend the great religious festivals of his nation, 
and each visit had strengthened his devotion to 
Jehovah. But how different all would be now. 
Instead of being one in the midst of a mighty 
multitude of worshippers, he was henceforth to 
have an important part in leading the worship 
of those who came up to the Holy Temple. The 
thought thrilled and at the same time subdued 
him. He lifted his soul to Jehovah for new 
strength, grace and wisdom that he might ful- 
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fil with a high degree of excellency the part 
assigned to him. 

He took his place in the midst of the four 
thousand singers and the elaborate temple ser- 
vice began. At first he was somewhat confused. 
He was a stranger in the midst of strangers. His 
naturally sensitive nature asserted itself and 
made him ask how he would be received. Would 
cold, heartless criticism mar his happiness in the 
great service which he came to render, or would 
a warm welcome be accorded him? 

Little time was given him to deliberate 
upon these questions, for he had scarcely entered 
the Temple, when the great burst of song began, 
accompanied by a highly trained orchestra of a 
thousand instruments. Higher and still higher 
rose the strains of music and then descended into 
soft, rich, mellow tones as sweet as the warbling 
of water over little pebbles, only to rise again 
like the mighty tides of the sea which sweep all 
before them. 

Instantly Asaph’s soul was caught up in 
this surging sea of music. For the past ten years 
his daily, hourly dream had been to be num- 
bered among these superb singers, and now, 
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when his dream was realized, his soul was over- 
whelmed within him for gladness. Forgetful of 
all about him, he joined in the songs of Zion, 
and sang with such crystalline purity of tones, 
and such fervor of spirit, as immediately to win 
the approval of Ben Nakoda, the director of 
the Temple Chorus. 

The months which followed were busy 
ones indeed. Eight hours every day were spent 
in the large school of music attached to the 
Temple. Ben Nakoda was a man of tireless 
energy and illimitable ambition, and with him 
nothing must be left to chance. However well 
any Psalm might have been rendered, his firm 
conviction was that his singers could lift the 
song to an even higher level of melody. His 
faith was contagious. What he believed, they 
also came to believe. 

While he earnestly sought to secure as high 
a degree of perfection in song as possible, he 
was equally concerned to exclude from the 
heart of each singer every scintilla of vainglo- 
rious display. Ceaselessly he said to the great 
Chorus, ‘‘Singing is to express your faith in 
Jehovah. You are to uplift your voices in a 
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jubilation of exultant praise. The Word read- 
eth thus, ‘O Zion, that bringest good tidings, 
get thee up into the high mountains; O Jetusa- 
lem, that bringest good tidings, lift up thy voice 
with strength; lift it up, be not afraid; say 
unto the cities of Judah, Behold your God.’ 
The whole atmosphere of the Temple is to be 
full of deep religious fervor because of your firm 
faith in Jehovah and also because of your lov- 
ing praise.” 

Work, and work, and still more work was 
his motto. When at times some of the musi- 
cians in the Chorus or the Orchestra grew 
weary, he would pause and say, ‘“‘Doth not the 
lapidary polish and repolish and polish yet 
again the diamond until it sparkles with the 
brilliancy of the sun? Is not our art higher 
than that of the lapidary, the sculptor, or the 
painter? If they must toil through a long suc- 
cession of years to reach their goal, how much 
more must we?’’ Then, with an inimitable 
smile, and a word of praise to this one, and a 
nod of approval to another, and still another, 
he would lift his wand and the instruction 
would begin anew. 
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A year passed, a year so full of happy expe- 
riences that it would have seemed scarcely a day, 
had it not been for the continual sense of loneli- 
ness due to his separation from Mizpar and 
Judith. The ties which bound his heart to them 
were so strong and tender that he yearned every 
hour of the day for their presence. How happy 
he was then when the hour drew near for the 
celebration of the great Passover Feast. With 
what rapture would he greet them upon their 
arrival in Jerusalem. How delighted would he 
be to’ sing when they were present in the 
‘Temple. 

Passover Week opened and among the dense 
throng of worshippers were Mizpar and Judith. 
More than two hundred thousand pilgrims 
were crowded into the Temple and its sacred 
precincts, but as Asaph surveyed the sea of faces 
it was to Mizpar and Judith that he looked 
again and again. 

Never had he sung so well under the teach- 
ing of the nation’s most talented and inspiring 
leader. He rose to new heights of musical attain- 
ment of which he himself had scarcely dared to 
dream. So filled with happiness was the Pass- 
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over Week that a contagion of joy swept from 
heart to heart. Even the stern Romans felt the 
benign influence pervading the city, and relaxed 
somewhat. their rigorous discipline, while 
groups of little children playing in the streets 
laughed with unwonted merriment. 

Before departing from Jerusalem Muizpar 
drew from beneath the thick folds of his tunic 
a scroll, the Prophecy of Micah. As he unrolled 
the thin pages the spirit of the ancient prophet 
seemed to descend upon him, even as the spirit 
of Elijah descended upon Elisha. The great 
hope of the ages burned within him. With un- 
dimmed vision he beheld things concealed from 
profane eyes. Exultantly he read these lines 
from the ancient Hebrew seer, ‘‘But thou, Beth- 
lehem Ephratah, though thou be little among 
the thousands of Judah, yet out of thee shall 
He come forth unto Me, that is to be Ruler in 
Israel; whose goings forth have been from of 
old, from everlasting.’ Bowing his head in 
lowly reverence, he said, ‘“The Messiah cometh. 
The hour draweth nigh. The night endeth, 
the day dawneth.’’ And then, lifting his head 
and fixing his luminous eyes upon his son, he 
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said, ‘Asaph, keep thine eyes fixed steadfastly 
upon the city of David, even little Bethlehem. 
Thence shall arise the Ruler of the nations.” 
Having so said, he reverently placed within 
Asaph’s hand a parting gift—the priceless 
rubies, those worth a king’s ransom, carefully 
enclosed in a small ivory box. In entrusting 
this costly treasure into his son’s hand, Mizpar 
said with ecstasy, “‘It is for the King in His 
glory! It is for the King in His glory! Fare- 
well.’’ 

Occasionally, after the most brilliant day of 
sunshine, the thick clouds suddenly gather. It 
was not otherwise in Jerusalem. As the busy 
week drew to a close, a great man fell—fell 
with the swiftness of the meteor. For thirty 
years Ben Nakoda had been the directing mind 
and throbbing heart in the great Temple 
Chorus and Orchestra. At times, especially dur- 
ing the severe strain of the Passover season, he 
had grown unusually pallid. Never a hint of 
impaired health, however, escaped his lips. So 
overflowing was his joy in service that he gave 
no thought of himself. That he had not his 
former strength he knew, but that danger was 
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impending, of this he was unaware. When he 
fell across the threshold of the Temple and his 
lifeless form was taken up by his sorrowing 
friends, the grief so plainly written upon all 
faces was pathetic to behold. Each one felt that 
in Ben Nakoda he had lost a dear, personal 
friend. 

When a king is called to leave his throne, 
another must be found to wear his crown. Ah, 
but where could a man be found to wear the 
crown of Ben Nakoda, the king among the 
nation’s musicians? 

A score of names arose in the minds of 
those belonging to the college of musicians, only 
to be rejected. When weighed in the balance, 
some essential quality was lacking. And then 
—one name passed from man to man— 
“Asaph! Asaph! Asaph!’’ they exclaimed. 
One by one the singers said, ‘“Whose voice is 
so rich and full and strong as his? Who so 
unfailingly kind? Who so courteous? Who so 
unselfish? Who so able to inspire with confi- 
dence and call forth the best from us all, as he?”’ 

The choice met with general approval, and 
amidst many protestations that others were 
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better qualified, Asaph was lifted to his high 
place as the leader of the great Temple Chorus. 

Combined with the high office which had 
now been conferred upon him, as an added 
mark of special honor and trust, was the duty 
of guarding the Temple Light. Not all the 
lights of the Temple were placed under his 
supervision, but one light alone, which was 
deemed by all the Hebrews of the very highest 
significance, yea, of peculiar holiness. 

A thick purple veil hung before the Holy 
of Holies to conceal its glory from profane eyes. 
Standing before this purple veil was a single 
golden candlestick from which flamed forth a 
singularly bright light which through the long 
centuries had ever been guarded with jealous 
care. It was over this Light that Asaph was 
now appointed guardian. 

Upon his assuming this office the elder 
priests of the Temple gathered about him, and 
having robed him in purple, they placed a 
golden staff in his hand, and read as follows 
from the Levitical law: “And Jehovah spake 
unto Moses, saying, Command the children of 
Israel that they bring unto thee pure olive oil 
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beaten for the light, to cause a lamp to burn 
continually. Without the veil of the testimony, 
in the tent of meeting shall Aaron keep it in 
order from evening to morning before Jehovah 
continually; it shall be a statute forever 
throughout your generations. He shall keep in 
order the lamps upon the pure candlestick be- 
fore Jehovah continually.” 

Having concluded his measured, deliberate 
reading of this ancient statute, the priest said to 
Asaph, ‘Dost thou willingly assume the over- 
sight of this Holy Lamp which marketh the 
entrance to the Holy of Holies? Wilt thou 
guard it from profane and unholy hands? Wilt 
thou promise that thou wilt most surely keep it 
burning by day and by night throughout all 
thy ‘years?”’ 

On bended knee Asaph gave his assent and 
three aged priests drew near, and placing their 
hands upon his bowed head, fervently prayed 
that his years might me many and his service so 
faithfully rendered as to call forth Jehovah's 
blessings. 

When he arose, he murmured with agita- 
tion, ‘“The half of my mother’s message is now 
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fulfilled. My mother told me that some day I 
should guide the Temple Chorus and guard the 
Temple Light. Will not the other half of her 
message also come to pass?’’ What did he 
mean? What might the other half of his moth- 
er’s message be? 


THE TEMPLE LIGHT 


Asaph’s New Duties 


With consuming zeal Asaph entered upon 
the duties which now devolved upon him. He 
knew that the eyes of the nation were fixed 
upon him, and that high were the expectations 
of the people concerning him. From the very 
beginning one central purpose took control of 
his life, and gave color to his every action. 
His ideal was to reveal the goodness of Jehovah 
through the power of song. Ben Nakoda had 
declared that the object of the finest singing 
was not display, but the bearing of a living mes- 
sage of faith and hope and love to the hearts of 
the people. This selfsame conviction became 
Asaph’s guiding principle. With all earnestness 
he sought the help of Jehovah. Could not He 
who gave so great sweetness to the songs of the 
oriole and the nightingale also give such new 
strength and beauty to his voice as would enable 
him to reach unattained heights of melody in 
singing Jehovah's praises? 

The days, however, were not all bright- 
ness. Close observation of the times in which 
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he lived taught Asaph that dark shadows lay 
across many a pathway. Even the High Priest 
was crafty, and cruel as he was crafty, a political 
schemer, called upon to measure his wisdom and 
wit against Rome and all her power, if he were 
to retain his high office. Stifling the voice of 
conscience, he allowed policy to prevail over 
principle. Equally unscrupulous were his com- 
rades, men who scorned not to use any means to 
crush those who dared attempt to thwart their 
sinister purposes. 

“When the night is darkest then comes the 
greatest need for the light that falls from every 
star,’ said Asaph, as he learned a little better 
each day the twistings and turnings of the many 
devious roads that led to the palace. Despite 
all their cunning and craftiness he kept un- 
broken faith in his fellowmen. Often he 
recalled the message of unmeasured hope given 
to him in his youth by Mizpar, as they sat to- 
gether in the boat one glorious spring morning: 
“The God-like is in all men. Beneath the rocks 
of evil, at times piled high about the soul, most 
surely lies the mine of hidden gold. Thrice blind 
are we if we do not discover it. Dig, and dig, 
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and never cease to dig until thou dost find that 
gold. In the dawn of the ages it was placed 
within man’s soul by God Himself and hath 
never been removed.” 

Asaph’s unconquerable faith in man acted 
like a magnet. Men were drawn to him with an 
irresistible power and confided to him their 
heart-secrets. His unwavering trust in his four 
thousand talented singers gave them a fine con- 
fidence in themselves and their high and holy 
mission. Under his inspiring leadership, they 
not only maintained their former standard of 
musical excellence, but gradually rose to loftier 
crescendos of harmony than they had ever yet 
attained. The name of Ben Nakoda was now 
superseded by a greater. A superior genius had 
arisen to take his place. One name was heralded 
through the crowded cities built along the na- 
tion’s great highways. One name was heard 
in every little village nestling among the rugged © 
hills of Palestine. One name had now become 
a household word, the name of the nation’s 
greatest impresario—Asaph. 

The most creative hours in a man’s life are 
when silence reigns about him. Then great 
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thoughts illumine the mind, and lofty purposes 
are born within the soul. Such seasons of quie- 
tude came to Asaph, especially at the close of 
the day. In the distance, through the gathering 
darkness, he could see the bright red coals glow- 
ing upon the altar of sacrifice. Wafted to him 
upon the evening air was the fragrant incense, 
symbol of the ever-ascending prayers of Jeho- 
vah’s people. Before him, like a brilliant star, 
whose glory is forever undimmed, shone the 
Temple Light. After the worshippers had gone, 
the hush of the Temple was broken only by the 
heavy tramp, tramp of the Temple Guard as 
they paced back and forth with steady stride, 
ever on the alert to quell any uprising that 
might occur within their area. During these 
evening hours the nation’s chief singer medi- 
tated long and earnestly upon the spirit of 
expectancy which prevailed in many hearts. He 
was awake to the deeper currents of thought 
and knew that the brightest minds of his age 
were brooding over*the various prophecies made 
concerning the coming Messiah. This increasing 
hope in the advent of the world’s Emmanuel 
gave a new impulse to the Temple music and 
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kindled a new fire of enthusiasm in the hearts 
of the worshippers. 

With the lapse of years Asaph became a 
centre about whom the choice spirits of the peo- 
ple gathered, among whom were the foremost 
students of Messianic prophecy. Often they 
studied far on into the night, poring over the 
sacred roll of the Holy Scriptures, comparing 
prophecy with prophecy, prediction with pre- 
diction. So engrossed were they in seeking to 
know the fullness of truth concerning the com- 
ing Messiah that at times they seemed to forget 
their need of either food or sleep. 

One night, after long searching, Asaph 
turned to one of the most learned rabbis and 
said, ‘“‘What thinkest thou, Ben Israel, meaneth 
the Temple Light, unto the keeping of which I 
have been appointed?”’ 

At first the question seemed irrelevant. 
Apparently it opened a pathway of digression 
from the one subject that was uppermost in all 
their minds, the Messiah. However, with fine 
courtesy, the great scholar lifted his eyes from 
the scroll spread out before him, and after pon- 
dering for a little time, replied, “I confess, 
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Asaph, I know not its meaning. Familiarity at 
times dulls our senses. From childhood I have 
looked upon this light, and still its purpose 
hath not dawned upon me.”’ 

Nevertheless, the question remained with 
them. ““What meaneth the Temple Light?” 
That night, as they traveled homeward through 
the narrow, darkened streets of the city and 
along the green slopes of the Mount of Olives, 
the nightingales singing their night songs, the 
tall cypress trees bordering the highways and 
the gentle night breezes coming up from the 
Great Sea, seemed to carry to each of these 
night-seekers of the truth that one question, 
“What meaneth the Temple Light?” “Why 
was it placed before the Veil? Why hath it 
never been extinguished? Have any of our fore- 
fathers written aught concerning the Temple 
Light and its meaning?’’ they asked one an- 
other, as they trudged onward. 

In vain they searched through ponderous 
volumes of the ancients hoping to find the hid- 
den meaning of the various symbols used in the 
Temple Service, but a singular silence prevailed 
concerning the Temple Light which for gen- 
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erations had stood before the Temple Veil. Evi- 
dently the meaning had eluded the minds of 
men throughout the many centuries that had 
passed. 

By tireless effort the traveller finds a way 
through the tangled forest, across the pathless 
sea and the trackless desert. Could not they 
also by diligent searching, under divine direc- 
tion, learn the hidden secrets of all Jehovah's 
symbols? Verily they could and would. 

Many days elapsed ere these devout search- 
ers of truth reassembled. Sufficient time had 
been given to each man to permit him to weigh 
well the one question which was now upper- 
most in their minds. Upon their reunion in 
Solomon's Porch, near the close of the month 
Nisan, each was impatient to impart to Asaph 
his conclusion concerning the Temple Light. 
With fine deference, however, they all awaited 
Asaph’s signal to be seated. 


Thereupon, Asaph turned to his distin- — 


guished guests, attired in garments of spotless 
white fringed with blue, and said, “Hath Jeho- 
vah opened to thee the pathway of truth? 
Canst thou tell the meaning of the Temple 
Light?” 
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In response Ben Israel, the aged, with trem- 
bling hand opened the sacred scroll to the 
prophecy of Ezekiel, and read, ‘‘ “Then I beheld 
and a likeness as the appearance of fire; from the 
appearance of his loins even downward, fire. 
And from his loins even upward as the appear- 
ance of brightness, as the color of amber.’ 
Asaph, it is clear,’’ said Ben Israel. “It is as 
plain as the Mount of Olives which riseth be- 
fore us in the white light of the full moon. The 
Temple Light is the symbol of the Coming 
One, our long-expected Messiah. Appeared He: 
not to Moses in the burning bush? And saith 
not the Psalmist, ‘Our God is a consuming 
fire’’’’ As he ceased speaking, Asaph bowed 
his head, and said, ‘“Thy judgment is likewise 
my judgment.’ In this they were all of one 
accord. 

“Since the Messiah hath been revealed to us 
under the symbol of light, what shall be the 
nature of His light?’ queried Asaph. Lively 
indeed was the discussion which this question 
evoked. 

Rabbi Malchijah was the first to speak. 
With a face aglow with gladness, he turned to 
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Asaph, and read as follows from the prophecy 
of Isaiah: ‘‘ “The Lord God hath given Me the 
tongue of the learned, that I should know how 
to speak a word in season to him that is weary; 
He wakeneth morning by morning. He waken- 
eth Mine ear to hear as the learned.’ The light 
uncovers things hitherto hidden, likewise shall 
the Messiah make the most obscure things of the 
ages so plain that even a little child shall under- 
stand,” said Malchijah, and then promptly 
added, ‘“‘How greatly this One of ‘quick under- 
standings’ is needed! Is not the learned Greek 
mystified by the dark sayings of the oracle of 
Delphi? Hath not the stern Roman come to dis- 
trust the mutterings of his priests over slain 
fowls? And are not even our learned rabbis 
too frequently like flickering, uncertain torches? 
But in the Messiah will dwell all light, so that 
the blind, groping for the wall at noon, will be 
made to see. As the sun banisheth the night, 
thus shall the Coming One end our darkness. 
This is my faith in Him who shall reign 
throughout the ages,’”’ concluded Malchijah. 
Asaph next fixed his eyes upon Shemaiah, a 
man notable for his steadfastness of character, 
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iF THE LIBRARY : 
and asked, “‘What sayest thou, Shemaiah? 


What are thy thoughts concerning the coming 
Messiah?”’ 

Unhesitatingly Shemaiah proceeded, say- 
ing, ‘“Through all the long centuries our people 
have placed Jehovah at an infinite distance, far 
behind the stars upon His throne of majesty and 
might. But does not the light come near to us? 
Falleth it not at our feet? Doth it not bathe 
our hands and clothe our bodies as with a gar- 
ment? Doth not the little child long to be 
enfolded in the loving arms of his mother? 
Surely the Messiah will come so near to us that 
in Him we can take refuge, for the prophet hath 
said, ‘And a man shall be as a hiding place from 
the wind, and a covert from the tempest; as 
rivers of water in a dry place; as the shadow of 
a great rock in a weary land.’ ”’ 

It was to Azarael, a lover of beauty, a man 
with a poet’s soul, that Asaph now turned and 
said, ‘““Tell us thy thoughts concerning the 
Temple Light.’’ Thereupon Azarael spoke 
thus, ‘“The sun is so brilliant, so dazzling in its 
glory that we can scarcely look into its face. It 
poureth upon us an inexhaustible measure of 
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light from day to day, and its penetrating 
power is so magical that it calleth forth the blue 
in the violet, the pink in the rose, and the gold 
in the moccasin. When the morning and the 
evening light cometh it maketh even the dull, 
gray clouds to glow so radiantly that at times 
it seemeth as though the gates of paradise were 
flung wide open, permitting us to see the eter- 
nal glory of the eternal day. The tiny dew- 
drop, the snow-capped peaks of Hermon—all 
things are made resplendently beautiful when 
the sunlight falleth upon them. And when the 
Messiah cometh He will so rejoice the souls of 
His servants in the fullness of His light and life 
and love that the vine-dresser and the shepherd, 
the priest and the Levite shall have a new 
sweetness in the voice, a new light in the eyes 
and a more tender affection in the heart, for the 
promise readeth thus, ‘Jehovah will perfect that 
which concerneth me.’ ”’ 

It was upon Meshullum that Asaph now 
called—a man so stalwart, so well poised in 
mind, that to behold him was to feel that the 
weight of empires could rest upon him and he 
would bear the weight with ease. With the 
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calmness born of a great certainty, Meshullum 
said, “In commanding Aaron concerning the 
Temple Light was it not thus that Jehovah 
spoke to him, saying, ‘He shall keep in order 
the lamps upon the pure candlestick contin- 
ually’? Did not the sun shine upon the walls 
of ancient Ur of the Chaldees ere our father, 
Abraham, went forth in search of a land which 
as yet he knew not? Did not this selfsame sun 
gild the palace of the Pharaohs by the glistening 
waters of the Nile, when Moses was being in- 
structed in all the wisdom of the Egyptians? 
Doth not that same light shine upon us, and 
will it not continue to shine upon our children 
and our children’s children? Unchangeableness! 
This is to my soul the chief hope in the Mes- 
siah. The links in the chain that bind man to 
man snap asunder, but the links in His golden 
chain of love shall never break. In the severest 
storm we can anchor our souls in Him and find 
the anchor holdeth, for He hath declared, “The 
mountains shall depart and the hills be re- 
moved, but My kindness shall not depart from 
thee.’ ”’ 
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The next speaker addressed by Asaph was 
a man who was well known in Jerusalem, 
Simeon, frequently called the Just. He was 
more advanced in years than most of his com- 
panions. An undisturbed peace was in his eyes 
and an unwavering trust in his heart. Never 
had his friends seen him so exalted in spirit. 
“Before coming to the Holy City I travelled 
far,’ he said. ““Together with others I crossed 
_ the Great Sea, going as far as the Pillars of Her- 
cules, and skirting the shores of Tarshish and 
Gaul. Night by night I watched the sun near 
the horizon and saw it grow red as blood—saw 
it change the sea into blood. Standeth not 
Jehovah’s messenger upon the pinnacle of the 
Temple each morning and evening, and blow- 
eth he not the trumpet to summon God’s chil- 
dren to the morning and evening sacrifice? Is 
there not one Perfect Sacrifice who shall satisfy 
all the claims of divine justice, and in whose 
cleansing blood all sin shall be washed away? 
‘The Messiah shall be that Sacrifice!’” The great 
and good man concluded by saying, ‘The 
prophet Isaiah hath declared, ‘Who is this that 
cometh from Edom, with dyed garments from 
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Bozrah? ‘This that is glorious in His apparel, 
marching in the greatness of His strength? I 
that speak in righteousness, mighty to save.’ 
The Messiah is the One mighty to save! 
Through Him we shall find release from all our 
transgressions and assured rest for our weary 
souls.”’ 

For some moments silence reigned. Simeon’s 
words had made a profound impression upon 
all minds. A general reluctance to say more 
seemed to possess all hearts. Finally, the silence 
was broken by the request that Asaph unfold 
his thoughts concerning the Temple Light, and 
the Messiah whom it foreshadowed. 

Asaph hesitated. He knew that the master- 
minds of his age were before him. Indeed, from 
these most enlightened hearts, he had heard the 
finest interpretation of truth. Nevertheless, he 
was eager to add his best thought to that which 
had already been expressed, and so paused for 
only a moment. 

“In all that man doeth we hear the blowing 
of trumpets, the clanging of cymbals, the beat- 
ing of drums. But how differently worketh 
light!’’ said he. “It crosseth the widest plains 
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and overleapeth the highest mountains. It 
_ shineth afar across the seas to the most distant 
islands. It descendeth into the deepest valleys 
and lighteth up even the densest forests, and 
yet it goeth so silently and peacefully upon its 
beneficent mission that it seemeth to us more 
gentle than the doves. It falleth from the sky 
more noiselessly than the leaves from the trees. 
It spreadeth sweet peace and content wherever 
it goeth, causing even the ferocious lion to cease 
his roaring, come forth from his lair, lie down 
quietly and bask in its genial beams. Peace and 
good will are inseparably interwoven in light, 
and the Messiah who cometh to reign over all 
nations will appear as the Prince of Peace. 
Saith not the prophet, ‘And His name shall be 
called Wonderful, Counsellor, the mighty God, 
the everlasting Father, the Prince of Peace’? 
And doth not our city, Jerusalem, mean ‘the 
city of peace’?”’ 

The last words had scarcely fallen from 
Asaph’s lips, when from the midst of this little 
group of devout seekers after truth, sprang 
forth Hilkiah. One swift look at his square 
shoulders, firmly set lips, and the fearless sweep 
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of his eyes, proclaimed him to be by nature a 
soldier. The fire of the zealot burned at white 
heat within his soul. 

Hoarse with rage, he exclaimed, ‘‘Fools! 
Fools! Thrice fools! Is not light the swiftest 
of messengers? Cometh it not more speedily 
than the eagles? Is it not more powerful than 
the rushing, roaring waterfalls? Doth not the 
day carry away the gates of night as easily as 
Samson carried away the ponderous gates of 
Gaza? And shall not the Messiah come as a 
mighty Conqueror, with battleaxe in hand, to 
fell all foes, to beat down all Roman strong- 
holds, wrench open the doors of all prisons, and 
set our oppressed people free? “The Psalmist 
also knew well the mind of the Messiah, and he 
hath declared, ‘They that dwell in the wilder- 
ness shall bow before Him, and His enemies 
shall lick the dust!’ Not forever shall we be 
slaves to the Gentile dogs! Nay, not for a day, 
when He hath come!” 

Drawing from beneath his tunic a long 
Damascus blade, he swung it over his head again 
and again, slashing through the night air at 
imaginary foes, and shouted, ““The sword of 
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the Lord and Gideon! The sword of the Lord 
and Gideon! Our Messiah shall be the Greater 
Gideon! Into ten thousand pieces will he hew 
all his adversaries!”’ 

His wild cries for vengeance quickly brought 
a squad of Roman soldiers hastening across the 
wide open courtyard of the Temple. ‘The 
clanking of their swords, and their imperious 
command, ‘“‘Order! Order!’’ brought a sudden 
end to this long night conference. 

A few paces from the Castle of Antonia 
stood Asaph’s home. Its close proximity to the . 
Temple was one of the chief reasons why he had 
chosen this as his dwelling place in Jerusalem. 
As the assembly came to so sudden an end, it 
was to this house that. Asaph betook himself, 
having with him a single companion, Simeon. 

The hour was late. Neither took thought 
for sleep. The deep emotions that had been 
stirred in their minds and hearts precluded such 
a possibility. Asaph had often shared the hos- 
pitality of his home with his many friends. No 
grudging host was he. To have his circle of 
comrades about him was the joy of his life. 
The four thousand singers under his direction 
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made large demands upon his hospitality; 
nevertheless, it was with a willing heart that he 
shared every comfort of his home with them. 

Tonight, however, ja rare privilege was his. 
The man who was recognized by all as the na- 
tion’s chief saint, Simeon, the very oracle of 
God to them, was his guest. To this man, and 
to him alone, Asaph decided to impart the secret 
which for many years he had kept securely lock- 
ed in the innermost chamber of his soul. 

“Simeon, thou livest close to the heart of 
Jehovah,” said Asaph. ‘Thou understandest 
the many ways in which He carrieth His mes- 
sage to His people. If one way faileth He find- 
eth another. When I was but a lad my mother 
appeared to me and told me I was chosen by 
Jehovah to guide the Temple Chorus and to 
guard the Temple Light. All this hath been 
fulfilled. But she also said, ‘Some day thou shalt 
enter the Temple and the Temple Light will 
have gone out, and despite thy greatest efforts, 
thou shalt be unable to rekindle it. This shall 
be to thee an unfailing sign that the Messiah 
hath come, and thou shalt see his face.’ ’’ 
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Asaph paused, waiting for the aged Simeon 
to speak, but he said not a word. An inexpress- 
ible ecstasy, such as only those know when a 
long-deferred hope is on the very brink of ful- 
fillment, possessed his soul, and shone from his 
eyes, and still he sat in silence. 

The consciousness that every word he had 
said in its fullest import was grasped by Sim- 
eon, led Asaph to continue. ‘“What thinkest 
thou, Simeon? Shall all be accomplished? Or 
am I following a vain phantasy of my own 
imaginings? At times I tell myself it is but a 
dream, an impossible fancy, which hath no 
foundation in fact—and yet—and yet—the 
half of my mother’s prophetic message hath 
come true. Will not the other half also come 
to pass?”’ 

Fixing his eyes steadily upon Asaph, and 
speaking in tones of profound conviction, Sim- 
eon said, ‘“ITo me also a message hath come 
from Jehovah concerning the coming Messiah, 
and the day of His appearing. Not when, nor 
how, this message came to me do I explain to 
thee, but this I tell thee, doubt not thy destiny. 
As fixed as the stars are Jehovah’s decrees. If 


Asaph’s New Confidence 153 


Jehovah hath chosen thee to see the face of the 
Blessed One, then see His face thou shalt. 
. Farewell.” 

Few had been the words of this singularly 
kind old man, but as he stepped out into the 
night and sought. his own home, close beside the 
Damascus Gate, Asaph came to have a new con- 
fidence in the complete fulfillment of his moth- 
er’s message to him. 


THE TEMPLE LIGHT 


The Passing Years 


The years passed, years into which Asaph 
threw the full energy of his life, bringing to a 
higher and higher degree of perfection his choice 
body of singers. Jealously also did he guard the 
Temple Light. It had become an inseparable 
part of his being, and the hope that some day, 
in this very Temple, he would see Him whom 
all nations were to serve, stimulated him to live 
in such a way that when He came he might 
stand approved in His holy presence. 

Mizpar and Judith had gone on that long 
journey from which no one returns in this life. 
They went hence in the happy assurance of 
having received the largest possible reward for 
their investment in a promising little life. What 
became of their great wealth no one seemed to 
know. It was whispered that Asaph was their 
sole heir, but this was a matter of conjecture. 
Certainty, however, prevailed among all regard- 
ing one thing, that if the fortune had descended 
to Asaph, no vain display was he making 
therewith. 
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The unexpected at times happens. A catas- 
trophe befalls men when not a sign in sky or 
sea or land would forthtell its coming. Thus it 
was in Jerusalem. It was noontide. The citi- 
zens in: the Holy City were leisurely passing 
through the streets. The Tower of Antonia 
rose in stately splendor, lifting high its head 
into the heavens. How firm it stood! How 
enduring as the ages! 

Without warning, and apparently without 
cause, this giant Tower suddenly collapsed, and 
in falling killed eighteen men. [he mystery 
of its fall no one could explain. A feeling of 
uneasiness spread throughout the city. One 
by one the people asked, ‘““What does it por- 
tend?’’ ‘‘What great event is foreshadowed by 
this singular occurrence? Is the Imperial City 
of Rome about to be overthrown?”’ secretly in- 
quired every Hebrew. “‘Or is some event of 
larger import on the verge of taking place?’’ 

The following day when Asaph awoke, the 
storm clouds were gathering. Up from the Great 
Sea the wind came in angry gusts. A pang of 
pity shot through his heart as he thought of 


the poor fishermen in their frail boats tossing 
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upon the frothing, foaming sea. And still the 
storm grew! Blacker and still blacker became 
the sky! Peering from his window he saw in the 
south a huge black cloud in the form of an ele- 
phant’s trunk. Back and forth it was being 
swayed by the ever-rising wind, while the 
forked lightning played about it like fiery ser- 
pents. It was a wild, weird morning! Driven 
out of her course, the stormy-petrel flew be- 
tween him and the Castle of Antonia and 
screeched her delight as she winged her way 
across the Temple Area. 

Quickly dressing, Asaph hastened to the 
Temple to give his accustomed attention to the 
Temple Light. Outside the Temple he heard a 
rumbling and roaring telling him the storm was 
drawing nearer. Soon the bugle would blow 
and the stream of morning worshippers would 
fill the Temple as usual. 

Just as he was on the point of leaving the 
Temple, he observed small groups of greatly 
excited people, wagging their heads, gesticulat- 
ing and speaking in loud tones. What had hap- 
pened? Why were all so greatly agitated? 
Drawing near, he heard a Pharisee say to those 


Herod Greatly Troubled 157 


gathered about him, “‘Last night wise men came 
to us out of the east. As they passed through 
the Joppa Gate on their richly caparisoned 
camels, they asked, “Where is He that is born 
King of the Jews? For we have seen His Star in 
the east and are come to worship Him.’ Then 
bending low, and looking hither and thither to 
make sure they were alone, he whispered, 
“Herod is sorely troubled! He is like a mad- 
dened bull! Beware! Beware!”’ 

Asaph had time to hear no more. A swift 
messenger came to him from the palace. Breath- 
lessly he exclaimed, “King Herod calleth thee— 
a secret conclave of the priests—at the third 
hour. Hasten!”’ 

Often Asaph had met with the priests to 
study the Holy Scriptures, but never upon an 
occasion like this. Promptly, at the third hour 
of the day, the priests assembled. Sitting be- 
side King Herod, who was arrayed in his richest 
royal robes, were the wise men—tall, stately, 
alert—eager searchers after truth. 

Addressing the priests gathered before him, 
Herod inquired, “‘Canst thou tell us where the 
Christ is to be born?’’ Shemaiah became the 
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spokesman for the others. With a courtly bow 
he turned to King Herod, and said, “Oh, King, 
thus it is written by the Prophet Micah, ‘And 
thou, Bethlehem Ephratah, though thou be lit- 
tle among the thousands of Judah, yet out of 
thee shall He come forth unto Me that is to be 
Ruler in Israel.’ Bethlehem, the city of David, 
is the appointed birthplace of our Messiah.” 

Hastily rising, as though he were impatient 
to have the conference close as speedily as pos- 
sible, Herod turned to the wise men and gra- 
ciously said, ‘“‘Go, and search diligently for the 
young Child, and when ye have found Him, 
bring me word again, that I also may come and 
worship Him.’ Thereupon all took their de- 
parture. 

As Asaph went his way, in company with 
the priests, a nameless chill was in his heart. 
Behind Herod’s smooth words to the wise men, 
he had detected a look as cunning as it was 
cruel. As the long hours of the day dragged 
after one another, he ceased not to think of the 
wise men, their wondrous words, their more 
wondrous mission—and Herod’s parting mes- 
sage to them. 
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Night fell. The stars appeared. Silence 
reigned in Jerusalem. One by the lights were 
extinguished in the homes of the people. Asaph 
too sought his couch. But as he lay down to 
sleep, there seemed to shine through the dark- 
ness of the night in flaming letters of fire those 
never-to-be-forgotten words of King Herod, 
“Go, and search diligently for the young Child, 
and when ye have found Him, bring me word 
again, that I also may come and worship him.” 
Whether he slept that night, he never knew. 
One thing was sure, an impelling voice, clearer 
than silver bells at eventide, was calling him to 
warn those in danger. 

Springing to his feet, and quickly dressing, 
he rushed out into the night. Leaping into the 
saddle, he sped along the narrow, winding road 
that led to little Bethlehem. Tortured by the 
thought that he might be too late, he put spurs 
to his horse and rode with the swiftness of the 
wind. The first faint light of the morning was 
just beginning to streak the eastern sky when 
he thundered into Bethlehem. The place was 
as quiet as the grave. Not a human being was 
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astir. The last deep sleep before the dawning 
of the day was holding these people in its grasp. 

Looking far down the Jordan Valley, he 
perceived a dim light swaying hither and 
thither. Some one was threading his way 
among the jagged rocks on that dangerous road. 
Who might it be? Impelled by some power 
which completely mastered him, he resolved to 
follow. On and on he travelled. Just as the 
sun, in all its glory, burst above the hills of 
Moab, his long search was rewarded. He found 
two travellers from far-off Galilee, Joseph and 
Mary—and the Child Jesus. The quest of the 
years was now before him! The King of kings, 
the hope of the ages, had appeared! Radiating 
from this Child’s eyes was a luminous light 
never before seen upon earth. Upon His face 
was indescribable glory which made Asaph 
know that the One before him was separate, 
unique, peerless among the world’s unnum- 
bered millions. The believing heart was his, 
and in lowly adoration he fell humbly upon his 
knees and worshipped the new-born King. 

The veil of silence is drawn across much 
that now came to pass. Did Joseph reveal the 
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angel message, warning him to flee into Egypt? 
Did Asaph confirm the warning by disclosing 
King Herod’s cunning look as he spoke to the 
wise men? Here we must rest content if we see 
but dimly, and be satisfied with the knowledge 
that, with fine discernment, before departing, 
Asaph placed in Joseph’s hands a small ivory 
box containing the priceless rubies, and said, 
“Thy journey is far. Thy sojourn long. Thy 
needs many. These rubies may serve thee well. 
Jehovah watch between thee and me.” 

Perched high upon the rocks, Asaph watch- 
ed hour by hour during the day the pilgrims 
from Galilee. Like a strong guardian angel he 
resolved to place himself between them and all 
pursuers. At last they vanished in the distance 
and he saw them no more. 

The day was nearly done when he returned 
to Jerusalem. He hastened to the Temple to 
give his usual attention to the Temple Light. 
To his dismay all was black within! It had 
gone out! Swifter than the lightning was the 
thought as to how he could rekindle this Light 
which through the long years he had guarded 
with such sleepless care. Vain were all his 
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efforts! Every endeavor to rekindle the Light 
upon the golden candlestick only mocked him. 
The oil in the lamps would not burn. It seemed 
to have lost the very power of being ignited. 
Like a flash, his mother’s message was recalled 
by him: ‘“‘Some day thou shalt enter the 
Temple and the Temple Light will have gone 
out, and despite thy greatest efforts, thou shalt 
be unable to rekindle it. This shall be to thee 
an unfailing sign that the Messiah hath come, 
and thou shalt see his face.’’ The truth winged 
its way to his heart and in an ecstasy of joy he 
exclaimed, ‘“The sign is fulfilled! The sign is 
fulfilled! The Messiah hath come! The Mes- 
siah hath come!”’ 

Just then Asaph lifted his eyes and saw 
a Roman captain running at full speed towards 
the Golden Gate. Closely following him came 
several cohorts of heavily armed Roman sol- 
diers. In their eyes gleamed the look of undying 
hatred which he knew so well. 

Springing to the parapet which surrounded 
the Temple, and looking afar into the Valley 
of the Kedron, he saw the men of his own 
nation engaged in deadly combat with their 


Herod Comes Upon the Scene 163 


Roman conquerors. Some of his own beloved 
singers were among the combatants. Some 
were sorely wounded. Others lay dying. 

One thought instantly took full possession 
of him and swept him from the parapet into the 
valley below with the swiftness of the wild roe. 
For years his dream had been that men should 
live in peace. Whatever the cost, the dream 
must be a reality. 

Dressed in his purple robe, his golden 
staff in hand, his long black hair streaming in 
the wind, he rushed upon the scene. Thrusting 
his body between the contending factions, he 
shouted, ‘Peace! Cease thy warfare! The 
Prince of Peace calleth—” 

He had time to say no more. Riding like a 
madman into the midst of the melee, Herod 
yelled, “‘Away with Asaph! To death with 
him!”’ 

A howl of rage immediately arose from ten 
thousand throats. Asaph had spent his fortune 
upon the poor of Jerusalem, placing the seal of 
silence upon those whom he had so generously 
befriended. Romans, as well as Jews, had 
shared in his bounty. The whole land had 
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been made to ring with gladness through his 
untiring efforts. Through long years he had 
faithfully guarded the Temple Light, and now 
he was to be dragged away to death. The 
people swarmed about Herod and pleaded with 
him to reverse his judgment, but he was 
adamant. 

All day long he had restlessly waited for 
the return of the wise men. Time in abun- 
dance was theirs in which to disclose their dis- 
coveries, but he scanned the horizon in vain for 
their reappearance. ‘“They mock me! They 
mock me!’ he growled. Vexed beyond meas- 
ure, he learned by chance of Asaph’s absence 
from Jerusalem. ‘‘His is the warning voice to 
the wise men!’’ raged the old King. ‘‘He shall 
pay the full price for his treachery!” 

Speechless, Asaph stood in the midst of the 
mob which surged about him and sought to 
prevent his arrest. At last, regaining somewhat 
his composure, he turned to King Herod and 
said, ‘‘Even slaves and criminals are allowed to 
fight for their lives. Wilt thou deny me the 
right which is theirs?”’ 
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Abruptly Herod was about to turn away, 
heedless of his request, when a sardonic smile 
overspread his face, and almost gleefully he 
said, ‘““Thy request is granted. Three days 
hence, at the tenth hour, appear in the arena. 
Until then thou art free.” 

As this sodden-souled old king disappeared 
in the distance he chuckled to himself. Once he 
was heard to laugh outright, a guffaw so vio- 
lent and so vibrant with cruelty that one could 
almost feel already the clutch of this monster 
about the throat of his victim. What new plot 
was this slayer of his own wives and murderer 
of his own sons now hatching? What entan- 
gling mesh was he weaving about the feet of 
him who had dared to thwart his sinister pur- 
pose? Time alone could tell what this vicious 
king would do, he who had even dared to dis- 
honor the Holy Temple itself by nailing the 
brazen Roman eagle to its walls. 

As the news spread like wildfire through 
Jerusalem of the fate which had befallen Asaph, 
an old man went aside to pray—the aged 
Simeon. He too had looked into the face of the 
Holy Christ Child, and yet he lingered. Enter- 
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ing into a place of utmost seclusion, he prayed 
thus, “‘O Jehovah, defender of Thy people, 
look in mercy upon Asaph. Spare him! Oh, 
spare him! As Thou didst deliver Daniel from 
the lions’ den, and Thy children from the burn- 
ing, fiery furnace, be pleased also to find a way 
of escape for this Thy child, to the glory of Thy 
blessed name. Amen.’’ When he arose from his 
knees beads of perspiration stood on his deeply 
wrinkled forehead. Into his prayer had gone 
the full measure of his remaining strength. 
Would the God of Israel, in some mysterious 
manner, find a way to answer the earnest plea 
of His aged saint? 

The next three days were filled with bust- 
ling activity. Workmen by the score and hun- 
dred were summoned to speedily execute the 
plans of the King. It was rumored throughout 
Jerusalem that he was planning to spend 
money on the most lavish scale, so that for once 
the people might witness such a gala day as 
would rival the glory of Rome herself. Herod 
Was too wise a ruler not to understand the mind 
of the people. His many outrageous crimes had 
made him detested by all. With fine cunning, 
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however, he sought to make the multitude for- 
get both himself and their many wrongs, by 
planning gorgeous games for them. All previ- 
ous efforts were now to be eclipsed by this mon- 
ster demonstration. 

The great day arrived. A fever of excite- 
ment prevailed. “The vast hippodrome was one 
blaze of glory. Stirring strains of music en- 
livened the day. Desultors and discus throwers, 
wrestlers and runners, pugilists and clowns, 
charioteers and magicians vied with one another 
in filling up the hours of the day with new and 
startling events. 

Stupendous as were the efforts which Herod 
had made to please the people, they were un- 
moved. Listlessly they gazed at each performer. 
Sullen silence prevailed. The rage over Asaph’s 
seizure was too deep-seated to be obliterated by 
a passing show. 

A gong sounded. Into the arena walked 
two men—the one a Nubian slave, a member of 
Herod’s body-guard. In the slave markets of 
the world Herod had searched to find this bar- 
barian—tall, lithe of limb, sinewy, once a lion- 
hunter in the jungles of Africa. Stealthy as the 
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tiger, cunning as the cougar, and cruel as the 
crocodile, if once a man were in his grasp his 
doom would be sealed. By daily training in the 
use of the sword he had become so dextrous that 
he was deemed the most dangerous swordsman 
in Herod’s entire body-guard. To-day he was 
doubly dangerous, because freedom was 
promised him by the King if he proved himself 
victorious. 

Facing this savage, drawn from the hot 
plains of Nubia, was Asaph—tall, handsome, 
kingly. Arrayed in spotless white, a scarlet 
girdle drawn tightly about his waist, he moved 
with calm and steady step to the goal. A mur- 
mur of admiration passed from man to man 
among the throng of Jewish spectators. Even 
many a Roman prayed to his gods for him. 

Herod nodded. The gong sounded a second 
time. The battle was on! Crouching low like 
a panther about to spring upon its prey, Daem- 
mon, the Nubian, leaped high into the air and 
brought down his sword with terrific force, 
hoping to cleave Asaph’s skull asunder. Sword 
met sword in mid-air, He stood frustrated. 


——— 
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Again, bending his lithe body until it seemed 
almost like a perfect bow, he darted a swift 
undercut at-Asaph’s abdomen, hoping to mor- 
tally wound him. Defeat again overtook him. 
Lunging with the fury of a lion, he next en- 
deavored to find Asaph’s heart, but steel clashed 
upon steel, and once more his sword failed to 
find its mark. 

Round and round the arena moved the two 
antagonists, each realizing that a false step or 
a false movement would expose him to instant 
destruction. No two men in the Empire could 
be found who were more evenly matched than 
were these. Each understood to a nicety the use 
of the sword. Both had been trained under 
master teachers. 

At last a slight change took place in Daem- 
mon. Almost imperceptibly he began to 
weaken. The calm, steady gaze of Asaph upon 
him, as one confident of ultimate triumph, un- 
nerved him. His eyes began to bulge with fear. 
His limbs trembled. His strong right hand 
commenced to lose its cunning. Quick to per- 
ceive the change, Asaph pressed every advan- 
tage, raining blow upon blow, adding man- 
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oeuvre to manoeuvre, giving him no respite in 
which to regain a new measure of strength. 

Suddenly, like the crash of a great building, 
Daemon fell to his knees. In a moment Asaph 
was upon him. The mob instantly sprang 
to its feet and roared like madmen, ‘‘Kill him! 
Kill him! Kill him, Asaph!” 

With his right foot pressed hard upon the 
breast of his fallen foe, Asaph faced the blood- 
thirsty throng, and shouted, “‘Forty centuries 
ago upon a table of stone it was written by the 
finger of God, “Thou shalt not kill.’ Not for a 
million worlds would I slay this fallen chief- 
tain!” 

Thereupon he flung his sword far from 
him into the fast-gathering darkness. Point 
downward fell the blade upon the shining 
marble and broke in pieces. 

Instantly a lane of light, brilliant, blinding, 
dazzling, shot across the vast arena and found 
its focus in Asaph. He _ stood transfixed! 
Transfigured! Hands, face, garments, glittered 
and glistened in the resplendent glory which 
enveloped him. The radiance of ten thousand 
rainbows was bursting upon him. An unseen 
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door was opened by an unseen hand. The re- 
fulgent glory of another world shone upon him. 

A Face appeared. A Form. Then the thick 
curtain of the night fell. The Face was seen no 
more. The Form vanished. In the twinkling of 
an eye Asaph too was gone. Whither? That is 
the mystery of the ages. Neither Herod, his 
courtiers, nor the people could find of him a 
trace. 

As the awe-struck multitude gathered 
about the aged Simeon wondering, wondering 
whence Asaph had disappeared, his face shone 
with joy unspeakable, and he said, ‘Asaph 
hath found the Temple Light.” 
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